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PEAELS OF SHAKSPEARE. 



PART I. — COMEDIES. 



ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 




Be thou blegt> Bertram I and succeed th^ <t.Uv«! 
In manaeTS, as iu shnpe 1 thy \Aooi mA. >rert»» 
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Contend for empire in thee ; and thy goodness 
Share with thy birthright ! Love all, trust a f^w. 
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 
Eather in power, than use ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key : be check'd for silence, 
"But never tax'd for speech. 

TOO AMBITIOUS LOVE. 

I am undone; there is no living, none. 
If Bertram be away. It were all one. 
That I should love a bright particular star. 
And think to wed it, he is so above me 
In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere. 
The ambition in my love thus plagues itself: 
The hind that would be mated by the lion. 
Must die for love. 'Twas pretty, though a plague. 
To see him every hour; to sit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls. 
In our heart's table ; heart, too capable 
Of every line and trick of his sweet favour : 
But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Must sanctify his relics, 

THE REMEDY OP EVILS GENERALLY IN OURSELVES 

Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie. 
Which we ascribe to Heaven: the fated sky 
Gives us free scope; only, doth backward pull 
Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull. 

LIFE CHEQUERED. 

The web of. our life is of a mingled yam, good and ill 
together: our virtues would be proud if our faults whipped 
them not ! and our crimes would despair if they were not 
cberisbed hy our virtues. 



Let's take tbe instant b; the forward top ; 
For we are old,- Euid on our quiclc'st decrees 
The iiuMidible and noiseless foot of Time 
Steals ere wc t»n eGTect them. 



AS YOU LIKE IT. 




We still have slept h^etber, 
Bcee at an lustaut, leom d, play'd, eat tc^ether , 
And whereeoe'er we went, like Juno's swtuu. 
Still we went coupled, and inseparable 



Now, my oo-matea, and brothera in oiile. 
Hath not old custom made this life more aweet 
Thut that of painted pomp P Are not these wootk 
Mora free fWim peril than the eanouE coiut ? 
Hero feel we but tJio penalty ol Mum. 
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The seasons' differettce ; a^ the icy fang. 

And churlish chiding of the winter's wind ; 

Which when it bites and blows upon my body. 

Even till I shrink with cold, I snule, and say. 

This is no flattery : these are counsellors 

That feelingly persuade me what I am. 

Sweet are the uses of adversity ; 

Which, Kke the toad, ugly and venomous. 

Wears yet a precious jewel in his head; 

And this our life, exempt from public haunt, 

!Flnds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks. 

Sermons in stones, and good in everything. 

BEAUTY. 

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

REFLECTIONS ON THE WOUNDED STAG. 

Duke 8. Come„ shall we go and kill us venison ? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, — 
Being native burghers of this desert city, — 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads* 
Have their round haunches gored. 

1 Lord, Indeed, my lord. 
The melandioly Jaques grieves at that; 
And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother that, hath banish'd you. 
To-day, my l(»rd of Amiens, and myself. 
Bid steal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood : 
To the which plaC/C a poor sequester'd stag. 
That from the hunters' aim had ta'en a hurt. 
Did come to languish : and, indeed, my lord. 
The wretched animal heaved forth such groans. 
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That their discharge did stretoh his leathern coat 
Ahnost to bursting; and the big round tears 
Coursed one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase; and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swifb brook. 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Buke 8. But what said Jaques ? 

Did he not moralize this spectacle? 

1 Lord, O, yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping in the needless stream ! 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak'st a testamewt 
As worlcUings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much : Then, being alone 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends; 
'Tis right, quoth he ; this misery doth part 
The flux of company : Anon, a careless herd. 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him. 
And never stays to greet him; Ay, quoth Jaques, 
Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens; 
'2}is just the fasJiion : Wherefore do you looJc 
Upon that poor and; broken bankrupt there ? 

GRATITUDE IN AN OLD SERVANT. 

But do not so : I have five hundred crowns. 
The thrifty hire I served under your father. 
Which I did store to be my foster-nurse. 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame. 
And unregarded age in comers thrown; 
Take that; and He that doth the ravens feed, 
Yea^ providently caters for the sparrow, 
Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ; 
All this I give you : Let me be your servant ; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty : 
For in my youth I never did api^\^ 
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Hot and rebellious liquora to mj blood 
Nor did not with unbaahdil forehefid woo 
The means of weakness and debrlitjr , 
Therefore my ag« is aa a lusty winter, 
Froetj but kmdlj let me go with yon, 
I'll do the semoe of a younger man 
In aO your business and n 







Oood-myrrom, fool, quoth I : No, Hr, quoth he, 
C(dl mt not fool, till Heaveu hath aenl me forUiM : 
And then he drew a dial from hu poke ; 
And looking on it with lack-luetre eye. 
Says, very wisely. It is tea a'doci : 
Thit jiiati K/e *ee, quoth he, hom the leorld aaga ,■ 
'J^ but a» hour ago linee it loaa nine; 
Jnd after a» hour more a vrill be eleven; 
And to, from hour to hour, «te rvpe, and ripe, 
A»d then, from how to hour, tne rot, and rot. 
And thereby hangi a tale. When I did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time. 
My langa began to ctow \fli6 ctei,ott<;\^t. 
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That fools should be so deep-contemplative ; 
And I did laugh, sans intermission. 
An hour by his dial. — O noble fool ! 
A worthy fool ! Motley's the only wear. 

Duke S. What fool is this ! 

Jaq. O worthy fool ! — One that hath been a courtier ; 
And says, if ladies be but young and fair. 
They have the gift to know it: and in his brain,— 
Which id as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a Voyage, — he hath strange places cramm'd 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms. 

A TENDER PETITION. 

But whatever you are. 
That in this desert inaccessible. 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs. 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 
If ever you have looked on better days. 
If ever been where bells have knoU'd to church ; 
If ever sat at any good man's feast ; 
If ever from your eye-lids wiped a tear. 
And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied; 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be. 

THE SEVEN AGES. 

All the world's a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players; 
They have their exits, and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant, 
MewUng and puking in the nurse's arms ; 
And then, the whining school-boy, with his satchel. 
And shining morning face, creeping Ukft 8t\»il* 
Unwillingly to school ; and thwi, l\ift \as« \ 



8 F£ABL8 OF 8HAK8PEABE. 



Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 

Made to his mistress* eye-brow. Then, a soldier; * 

Pull of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 

Jealous in honour, sudden* and quick in quarrel. 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon's mouth : And then, the justice ; 

In fair round belly, with good capon lined, 

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut. 

Pull of wise saws and modern f instances. 

And so he plays his part : The sixth age shifts 

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon ; 

With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side; 

His youthful hose well served, a world too wide 

Por his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice. 

Turning again towards childish treble, pipes 

And whistles in his sound : Last scene of all. 

That ends this strange eventful history. 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything ! 

INGRATITUDE. A SONG. 

Blow, blow, thou wiiftry wind. 
Thou art not so unkind:]: 

As man's ingratitude; 
Thy tooth is not so keen. 
Because thou art not seen. 

Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly; 
Then, heigh, ho, the holly ! 

This life is most jolly. 

Preeze, freeze, thou bitter sky. 
That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot : 

♦ ViuliMt. t Trite, common. X V,\vvvaX\Mc«\. 
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Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friends remember'd* not. 
Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly; 
Then, heigh, ho, the hoUy ! 
This life is most jolly. 

Oliver's description op his danger when sleeping. 

Under an oak, whose houghs were moss'd with age. 

And high top hald with dry antiquity, 

A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair, 

Lay sleeping on his hack; ahout his neck 

A green and gilded snake had wreath'd itself, 

"Who with her head, nimhle in threats, approach'd 

The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly. 

Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd itself. 

And with indented glides did slip away 

Into a bush : under which bush's shade 

A lioness with udders all drawn dry. 

Lay couching, head on groimd, with cat-like watch. 

When that sleeping man should stir; for 'tis 

rhe royal disposition of that beast 

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead. 

LOVE. 

Good shepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to love. 

It is to be all made of sighs and tears ;— 

It is to be all made of faith and service : — 

It is to be all made of fantasy. 

All made of passion, and all made of wishes ; 

All adoration, duty, and observance. 

All humbleness, all patience, and impatience^ 

All purity, all trial, all observance. 

♦ Remembeimig. 
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COMEDY OF ERRORS. 



MAS^S PRE-EMINENCE. 

There's nothiug, situate under Heaven's eye. 
But hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky : 
The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls. 
Are their males' subject, and at their controls : 
Men, more divine, the masters of all these. 
Lords of the wide world, and wild watery seas. 
Endued with intellectual sense and souls. 
Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls. 
Are masters to their females, and their lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 



LOyE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 



ON STUDY. 

Study is like the heaven's glorious sun. 

That will not be deep-searoh'd with saucy looks ; 
Small have continual plodders ever won. 

Save base authority from others* books. 
These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 

That give a name to every fixed star. 
Have no more profit of their shining nights. 

Than those that walk, and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know, is to know naught but fame ; 
Aad every godfather can gV^e «». x^^jcafe. 



lovb's laboitr's 



Vitbin the limit of becomiDg mirth, 
I never spent itu hour's talk withal : 
His eye begets occasion for his wit; 
For every object that tbe one doth catch. 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest ; 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expositor) 
Delivers in such apt and gradous words. 
That t^ed ears play truant at his tales. 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet and voluble in his discourse- 



Brave conquerors ! — for so you are. 
That war against your own affections. 
And the hi^ army of the world's desires. 




O ' — And I forsooth in love P I that have been love s 
A vary beadle to a humorous sigh [whip 

A cntao nay, a night-watch constable 
A domineenne pedant oer the ^wy. 
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Than whom no mortal so magnificent 

This wimpled,* whining, purblind, wayward boy ; 

This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid; 

Begent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms. 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents. 

Sole imperator, and great general 

Of trotting pirators.t — O my little heart ! — 

And I to be a corporal of his field. 

And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop ! 

What ? I ! I love ! I sue I I seek a wife ! 

A woman, that is like a German clock. 

Still a-repairing ; ever out of frame ; 

And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watch'd that it may still go right? 



SONG. 

On a day, (alack the day !) 
Love, whose month is ever May, 
Spied a blossom, passing fair, ' 

Playing in the wanton air: 
Through the velvet les£ves the wind. 
All unseen, 'gan passage find; 
That the lover, sick to death, 
"Wish'd himself the heaven's breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ; 
Air, would I might triumph so ! 
But, alack, my hand is sworn. 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet; 
Youth so apt to pluck a sweet. 

* VeUed. f Officers of ttve wp\n\xv«\ t«vYf\,'?.. 
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Do not call it sin in me, 

That I am foresworn for thee; 

Thou for whom even Jove would swear 

Juno but an Ethiop were; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love. 

THE POWER OP LOVE. 

But love, first learned in a lady's eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain; 

But, with the motion of all elements. 

Courses as swifb as thought in every power, 

And gives to every power a double power. 

Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye : 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind; 

A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound. 

When the suspicious head of theffe is stopp'd ; 

Love's feeling is more soft and sensible 

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails ; 

Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste; 

For valour, is not love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 

Subtle as sphinx: as sweet and musical 

As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair; 

And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods 

Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 

Never durst poet touch a pen to write 

Until his ink were temper'd with love's sighs : 

O, then his lines would ravish savage ears. 

And plant in tyrants mild humility. 
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MEASURE FOE MEASURE. 




There my tlithec's grave 
Did utter forth a voioe 1 Y«s, thou must die : 
Thou art too noble to conserve a life 
In base applianoes. Tbia oiitward-Baiiit«d deputy,- 
Whose settled visage and deliberate word 
Nips youth i" the head, and follies doth enmew 
As feloon doth the fowl, — is yet a devil ; 
Hia Alth within being cost, he would appear 
A pond as deep ae ^e\\. 
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RESOLUTION. 

Our doubts are traitors, 

And make us lose tlie good we oft might win, 

By fearing to attempt. 

THE rBAYERS OF MAIDENS EFFECTUAL. 

Gro to lord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, when maidens sue. 
Men give like gods; but when they weep and kneel, 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe* them. 

IklERCY FREQUENTLY MISTAKEN. 

Mercy is not itself that oft looks so ; 
Pardon is still the nurse of second woe. 

MERCY IN GOVERNORS COMMENDED. 

No ceremony that to great ones 'longs, 
Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword. 
The marshal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe. 
Become them with one half so good a grace 
As mercy does. 

THE DUTY OF MUTUAL FORGIVENESS. 

Alas ! alas ! 
"Why, all the souls that were, werie forfeit once ; 
And He that might the vantage best have took 
Found out the remedy. How would you be. 
If He, which is the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are ? O, think on that ; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made. 

* Have. 
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THE ABUSE OF AUTHORITY. 

O, it is excellent 

To have a giant's strength; but it is tyrannous 

To use it like a giant. 

Could great men thunder 

As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet. 

For every pelting, petty officer, 

Would use his heaven for thunder; nothing but 

Merciful Heaven ! [thunder. 

Thou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt, 

Splitt'st the unwedgeable, and gnarled oak. 

Than the soft myrtle : O, but man, proud man ! 

Drest in a little brief authority; 

Most ignorant of what he's most assured. 

His glassy essence, — like an angry ape. 

Plays such fantastic tricks before high Heaven, 

As make the angels weep : who, with our spleens. 

Would all themselves laugh mortal. 



THE PRIVILEGE OF AUTHORITY. 

Great men may jest with saints : 'tis wit in them ; 
But, in the less, foul profanation. 
That in the captain's but a choleric word. 
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 



TEMPORAL FAR BETTER THAN ETERNAL DEATH. 

Better it were a brother died at once. 
Than that a sister, by redeeming him. 
Should die for ever. 

HOPE. 

The miserable have no other medicine, 
But only hope. 



UBASUBE FOR 




Aag. How 1 bribe me F 

Itab. Ay, with Bucb gifts, that Heaven Bhall ebare 
Imoo. You had man'd all else. [with you, 

7jta£. Kot with fond shokela of the tested gold. 
Or BtoDBs, whoee ratea are either rich or poor, 
Ab fiuicy values them : but with true prayers. 
That shall be up at heaven, and eater tbere, 
Ere Bun-rise; prayers from preserved* soula, 
From fasting-m^ds, whose minds are delicate 
To nothing temporal. 



■ PteiarveA froi 
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THE TERRORS OF DEATH MOST IN APPREHENSION. 

O, I do fear thee, Claudio; and I quake. 
Lest thou a feverous life shouldst entertain, 
And six or seven vmiters more respect 
Than a perpetual honour. Barest thou die ? 
The sense of death is most in apprehension ; 
And the poor beetle, that we tread upon. 
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 

REFLECTIONS ON THE VANITY OF LIFE. 

K^ason thus with life, — 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing, 
That none but fools would keep : a breath thou art 
(Servile to all the skiey influences) 
That does this habitation, where thou keep'st. 
Hourly afflict: merely, thou art death's fool; 
For him thou labour'st by thy flight to shun. 
And yet runn'st toward him still ; thou art not noble ; 
E6r all the accommodations that thou bear'st 
Are nursed by baseness : thou art by no means valiant 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm : thy best of rest is sleep. 
And that thou oft provokest; yet grossly fear'st 
Thy death, which is no more: thou art not thyself; 
For thou exist'st on many a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust: happy thou art not; 
For what thou hast not, still thou strivest to get; 
And what thou hast, forgett'st : thou art not certain ; 
For thy complexion shifts to strange effects,* 
After the moou : if thou art rich, thou art poor ; 
For, like an ass, whose bacjk vidth ingots bows, 
Thou bear'st, thy heavy riches but a journey 

* Affects, attecUoTvs. 
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And death unloads thee : friend hast thou none ; 

For thine own bowls, which do call thee sire, 

The mere effusion of thy proper loins. 

Do curse the gout, serpigo,* and the rheum. 

For ending thee no sooner : thou hast not youth nor age ; 

But, as it were, an after-dinner's sleep, 

Dreaming on both : for all thy blessed youth 

Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 

Of palsied eld ;t and when thou art old, and rich. 

Thou hast neither heat, affection, Umb, nor beauty. 

To make thy riches pleasant. "What's yet in this 

That bears the name of life ? Tet in this life 

Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear. 

That makes these odds all even. 

VIRTUE AND GOODNESS. 

Virtue is bold, and goodness never fearful, 

GREATNESS SUBJECT TO CENSURE. 

place and greatness, millions of false eyes 
Are struck upon thee ! volumes of report 

E»un with these false and most contrarious quests 
Upon thy doings ! thousand 'scapes J of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 
Ajid rack thee in their fancies. 

RESOLUTION FROM A SENSE OF HONOUR. 

Why give me this shame ? 
Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness ? If I must die, 

1 will encounter darkness as a bride, 
And hug it in mine arms. 

• Leproua eruptions. \ OVA. »^ft X %^^R.'5^• 




Death is a IbarHil thing. 

Itah. Aad ehamed life a hateful. 

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where, 
To lie in cold obatruolion, and to rot : 
This seosiblo warm motion to become 
A Icneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods or (o reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice; 
To he imprison'd in the viewless winds. 
And blown with restless violence about 
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst 
Of those, that lawlosa and inoertain ftioo^iJA 
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Imagine howling ! — 'tis too horrible ! 
The weariest and most loathed worldly life. 
That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To what we fear of death. 



MERCHANT OF VENICE. 



MLRTH AND MELANCHOLY. 

Now, by two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes. 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper; 
And other of such vinegar aspect. 
That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile. 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

WORLDLINESS. 

You have too much respect upon the world : 
They lose it that do buy it with much care. 

CHEERFULNESS. 

Let me play the fool: 
With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come; 
And let my Uver rather heat with wine. 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why should a man, whose blood is warm within. 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 
Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into thft \^\ssi'i5kRfc 
Bjr being peevish ? 
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THE WORLIVS TRUE VALUE. 

I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano; 
A stage, where every man must play a part. 

THE Jew's expostulation. 

Signior Antonio, many a time and oft. 
In the Eialto you have rated me 
About my monies, and my usances ;* 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug; 
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe ; 
You call me — misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine. 
And all for use of that which is mine own. 
"Well, then, it now appears you need my help : 
Go to, then; you come to me and you say, 
ShylocJc, we would have monies : you say so^ 
You that did void your rheum upon my beard. 
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold; monies is your suit. 
What should I say to you ? Should I not say, 
Sath a dog money ? is it possible 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, and in ti bondman's key. 
With 'bated breath, and whispering humbleness. 
Say this — 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last. 
You spumed me such a day, another time 
You calVd me — dog ; and for these courtesies 
III: lend you thus much monies ! 

a good deed compared. 

How far that little candle throws his beams ! 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 
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Bam. This U ugnior Antonio. 

Shg. \_AMide.'\ How like a fawning publican he 
I hate him, for he is a Christian : 
But more, for that, in lov Bimplicity, 
He lends out monej ^^tis, and brings down 
The rate of usance here with us in Yenice. 
If I can eatoh him once upon the hip, 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hatea our sacred nation ; aai he rails, 
E»en there where merchants most do oonRTCgate, 
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 
Which he calls interest. Cursed bo m^ taftic. 
If I forgive him ! 
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AFFECTED GRAVTTY. 

I tell thee what, Antonio, — 
I love thee, and it is my love that speaks; — 
There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond; 
And do a wilful stillness entertain, 
"With purpose to be dressed in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 
As who should say, I am Sir Oracle, 
And, when I ope my lips, let no dog hark ! 
O, my Antonio, I do know of these. 
That therefore only are routed wise, 
Por saying nothing. 

GRAVITT ASSUMED. 

Signior Bassanio, hear me : 
Tf I do not put on a sober habit. 
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then, 
"Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely; 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say. Amen ; 
Use all the observance of civility. 
Like one well studied in a sad ostent* 
To please his grandam, never trust me more. 

THE Jew's commands to his daughter. 

Lock up my doors; and when you hear the dnim^ 
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd fife. 
Clamber not you up to the casements then. 
Nor thrust your head into the public street. 
To gaze on Christian fools with vamish'd faces : 
But stop my house's ears, I mean my casements; 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. 



MKHCHiNT OF TEBICB. 



The crow dotb evag as sneetlj aa the \aik. 
When neither ia attended : and, I think, 
The nightingale, if she shoiUd sing h; daj, 
When every goose k uickliog, would be thought 
No hotter a muMoian than the wren. 
How many things by season seoson'd are 
To their right praise, and true perfection '. 
Peace, hoB ! the moon sleeps with Endjmion, 
And would not be awaked 1 




Prom the four comers of the earth they come 

To kiss this shnne this mortal breathing saint 

The Hyrcanum deserts and the vasty wilds 

Of wide Arabia, are as throughfareB now 

For pnuces to come view &a Portia 

The watery kingdom whose ambitious head 

Spita in the face of heaven is no bar 

To stop the foreign spunti bat Vasy ocim.«, 

^ o er a brook to see fair 'Poitw. 
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MUSIC. 

I am never merry when I hear sweet music. 

Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive; 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd. 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 
If they but hear, perchance, a trumpet sound. 
Or any air of music touch their ears. 
You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 
Their savage eyes turned to a modest gaze. 
By the sweet power of music : therefore, the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and flood 
Since naught so stockish, hard and full of rage. 
But music for time doth change his nature. 
The man that hath no music in himself. 
Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds, 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, und spoils : 
The motions of his spirit are dull as night. 
And his affections dark as Erebus : 
Let no such man be trusted. 

love's 3IESSENOER COMPARED TO AN APRIL DAY. 

I have not seen 
So likely an embassador of love : 
A d&y in April never came so sweet. 
To show how costly summer was at hand. 
As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 

MOONLIGHT. 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank 
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears; soft stillness, and the night. 
Become the touches ot SNveet \YaiTcvsiTrj. 
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Sit, Jessica : look, how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines* of bright gold ; 
There's not the smallest orb, which thou behold'st. 
But in his motion like an angel sings. 
Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubins : 
Such harmony is in immortal souls; 
But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. 



MERCY. 

The quality of mercy is not strain'd ; 

It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven 

Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless'd ; 

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes • 

'Tis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes 

The throned monarch better than his crown : 

His sceptre shows the force of temporal power. 

The attribute to awe and majesty. 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 

But mercy is above this scepter'd sway, 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings ; 

It is an attribute to God himself; 

And earthly power doth then show likest Grod's 

When mercy seasons justice. 

HYPOCRISY. 

Mark you this, Bassanio, 
The devil can cite Scripture for his purpose. 
An evil soul, producing holy witness. 
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart; 
0, what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! 

* A small tidt dish, used in l\\c aATmTOaVteXVjTv oS. \\v^ '^AtfSesaxAeX. 
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A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM. 




I am that merry wander^ of the night, 

I jest to Oberon, and make him smile. 

When I a M and bean-fed horse heguile. 

Neighing in likenees of a silly foal : 

And someUme lurk I in a gossip's bowl. 

In very likeness of a roasted crab ; 

And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob. 

And on ber witber'd dew-lap pour the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale. 

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me; 

Then slip I from her bum, down topples she. 

And tailor cries, and Ma into a cough ; 

And when the whole quire hold their hips, and lofl 

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear; 

A merrier hour was never wa»\«4 U*i*. 
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TRUE LOVE EVER CROSSED. 

For aught that ever* I could read, 

Could ever hear by tale or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth : 

But, either it was different in blood; 

Or else misgraffed in respect of years ; 

Or else it stood upon the choice of friends : 

Or, if there were a sympathy in choice. 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it; 

Making it momentany* a^ a sound, 

Swifc as a shadow, short as any dream ! 

Brief as the lightning in the colliedf night, 

That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and eartli. 

And ere a man hath power to say, — Behold ! 

The jaws of darkness do devour it up : 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 

THE MOON. 

When Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the watery glass. 
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass. 

ASSIGXATIOX. 

I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow. 

By his best arrow with the golden head; 

By the simplicity of Venus' doves ; 

By that which knitteth souls, and prospers loves; 

And by that fire which bum'd the Carthage queen. 

When the false Trojan under sail was seen; 

By all the vows that ever men have broke. 

In number more than ever women spoke; — 

In that same place thou hast appointed me. 

To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

♦ Momentary. ^ maeY.. 
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LOVE-IN-IDLENESS^ 

Thou remember'st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory. 
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back, 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath. 
That the rude sea grew civil at her song; 
And certain st-ars shot madly from their spheres, 
To hear the sea-maid's music. 
That very time I saw (but thou could'st not),^ 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid all arm'd : a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west; 
And loosed his love-shaft smartly from his bow. 
As it stould pierce a hundred thousand hearts : 
But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Quench'd in the chaste beams' of the watery moon ; 
And the imperial vot'ress passed on. 
In maiden meditation, fancy free.* 
Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell : 
It fell upon a little western flower. 
Before, milk-white; now purple with love's wound. 
And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 

TIME. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve. 



A father's authoritt^. 

To you your father should be as a god ; 
One that composed your beauties; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax. 
By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 

♦ Exempt ttovn \o\e. 



nioht's dhe«m. 



Aod that Eame dew, which sometime on the buds 
Was wont to swell, lite round and orient pearls. 
Stood DOW within the pretty 9ow*ret^s eyes, 
Like tears, that did their own disgrace bewajl. 




I know a hank whereon the wild thyme blows. 
Where ox-lips* and the nodding violet grows 
Quite over-canopied with lushf woodbine. 
With swaet musk-roses, and with eglantine : 
There sleeps Titania, some iJme of the night, 
LuH'd in these flowers with &mi.(»» tiM. &AvgaV. 
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FAIKY COURTESIES. 

Bo kind and courteous to this gentleman ; 
Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes; 
Feed him with apricocks and dewberries,* 
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries ; 
The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees, 
And, for night tapers, crop their waxen thighs. 
And light them at the fier}' glow-worm's eyes. 
To have my love to bed, and to arise ; 
And pluck the wings from painted butterflies. 
To fan the moon-beams from his sleeping eyes : 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

HUNTING. 

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top, 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjun(;tion. 

Hip, I was with Hercules and Cadmus once. 
When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear 
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding ;t for, besides the groves, 
The skies, the fountains, every region near 
Seem'd all one mutual cry : I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

HOUNDS. 

My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind. 
So flew'd,:!: so sanded; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; . 
Crook -kneed, and dew-lapp'd like Thessalian bulls. 
Slow in pursuit, but match'd in mouth like bells. 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla*d to, nor cheer'd with horn 

* Gooseberries, 
t Sound. % The flews are large chaps of a houud. 
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THE POWER OF IMAGINATION. 

The luniatie, the lover, and the poet. 

Are of imagination all compact ;* 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold; 

That is the madman: the lover, all as frantic. 

Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt : 

The poefs eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven 

And, as imstgination bodies forth 

The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 

Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 

A local habitation and a name. 



NIGHT. 

Now the hungry lion roars. 

And the wolf behowls the moon 
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores. 

All with weary task foredone.f 
Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the scritch-owl, scritching loud. 
Puts the wretch, that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a shroud. 
Now it is the time of night. 

That the graves, all gaping wide. 
Every one lets forth his sprite. 

In the church-way paths to glide. 

DAYBREAK, 

Night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast. 
And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger ; 
At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there. 
Troop home to church-yards. 

* Are made of mere imagVnfttiotv. \ ONcc^jawift.. 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 




This can be no triclt : the conferenue was sadly Twrne." 
—The; have the truth of this from Hero. They seem to pity 
the ladj ; it seems her affections have their full beut. Loie 
me ! why, it must he requited. I hcjLr how I am censured : 
they say, I will bear myself proudly, if I perceive the love 
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come from her ; they say, too, that she will rather die than 
give any sign of affection. — I did never think to marry : — 
I must not seem proud: — ^happy are they that hear their 
detractions, and can put them to mending. They say the 
lady is fair; 'tis a truth, I can bear them witness: and 
virtuous ; — 'tis so, I cannot reprove it ; and wise, hut for 
loving me ; — ^by my troth, it is no addition to her wit ; — nor 
no great argument of her folly, for I will he horribly in love 
with her. — I may chance have some odd quirks and rem- 
nants of wit broken on me, because I have railed so long 
against marriage : — but doth not the appetite alter ? A man 
loves the meat in his youth, that he cannot endure in his 
age. Shall quips and sentences, and these paper bullets of 
the brain, awe a man from the career of his humour ? No : 
the. world must be peopled. When I said I would die a 
bachelor, I did not think I should live till I were married. 
Here comes Beatrice : by this day, she's a fair lady : I do 
spy some marks of love in her. 

FAVOURITES COMPARED TO HONEYSUCKLES. 

Bid her steal into the pleached bower, 
Where honeysuckles, ripen'd by the sun. 
Forbid the sun to enter ;-rlike favourites, 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it. 

A VILLAIN TO BE NOTED. 

Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyes ; 
That when I note another man like him, 
I may avoid him. 

DAYBREAK. 

Look, the gentle day 

Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about 
Dapples the drowsy east with. spo\;& ol ^^^. 
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COUNSEL OP NO WEIGHT IN MISERY. 

I pray thee, cease thy counsel. 
Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve: give not me counsel: 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear. 
But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bring me a father that so loved his child. 
Whose joy of her is overwhelmed like mine. 
And hid him speak of patience ; 
Measure his woe the length and hreadth of mine. 
And let it answer every strain for strain; 
As thus for thus, and such a grief for such. 
In every lineament, hranch, shape, and form: 
If such a one will smile, and stroke his heard ; 
Cry — sorrow, wag I and hem, when he should groan ; 
Patch grief with proverbs ; make misfortune drunk 
With candle wasters; bring him yet to me. 
And I of him will gather patience. 
But there is no such man : for, brother, men 
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel; but, tasting it. 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage. 
Fetter strong madness in a silken thread. 
Charm ache with air, and agony with words: 
No, no ; 'tis all men's office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow : 
But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency. 
To be so moral, when he shall endure 
The like himself: therefore give me no counsel, . 
My griefs cry louder than advertisement. 



TAMING OF THE SEEEW. 




Dost thon loT« pictures; we will fetch thee straight 

Adonis painted by a running brook: 

And <>rtlierea nil in sedges hid ; 

Which seem to move and wanton with her breath, 

Even aa the waving sedges plaj with wind. 



Think you, a little din can daunt mine ears ? 
Have I not in mj tjme heard lions roar ! 
Have I not heard the sea, pufd up with winds, 
tU^ like an angrr boar, chafed with sweat P 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field. 
And heaven's artillery thunder in the skies ? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud 'krunis, neighing steeds, and trumpets' clang? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue; 
That gives not half so great b. b\o^ \a Stas, ^ax. 
As mil a chestnut in a farmer's ftre? 
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THK MIND ALONE VAIATABLK. 

For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich: 
And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds, 
To honour peereth* in the meanest habit. 
What ! is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Because his feathers are more beautiful ? 
Or is the adder better than the eel, 
Because his painted skin contents the eye? 
O, no, good Kate; neither art thou the worse 
For this poor furniture and mean array. 

THE wife's duty TO HER HUSBAND. 

Fie, fie ! unknit that threatening, unkind brow. 
And dart not scomfUl glances from those eyes, 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor: 
It blots thy beauty, as frosts bite the meads; 
Confoimds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair buds; 
And in no sense is meet, or amiable. 
A woman moved, is like a fountain troubled. 
Muddy, ill seeming, thick, bereft of beauty ; 
And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it. 
Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper. 
Thy head, thy sovereign ; one that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance: commits his body 
To painful labour, both by sea and land; 
To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
While thou liest warm at home, secure and safe; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience; — 
Too little payment for so great a debt. 
Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 
Even such a woman oweth to her husband; 

Appear el\\. 
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And, when she's froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 

And not obedient to his honest will. 

What is she but a foul contending rebel, 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord? — 

I am ashamed that women are so simple 

To offer war where they should kneel for peace ; 

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 

When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 

Why are our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth, 

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 

But that our soft conditions* and our hearts 

Should well agree with our external parts? 



TEMPEST. 



Caliban's cukses. 



Col, As wicked dew as e*er my mother brush'd 
With raven feather from unwholesome fen. 
Drop on you both! a south-west blow on ye. 
And bUster you all o'er ! 

Pro. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have cramps, 
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up; urchins 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work. 
All exercise on thee: thou shalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honeycombs, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made them. 

Cal. I must eat my dinner. 

This island's mine, by Sycorax my mother. 
Which thou takest from me. When thou earnest first 

* Gentle tempers. 
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Thou strokedst me, and madest much of me; wouldst 

Water with berries iu't; and teach me how [give me 

To name the bi^er light, and how the less, 

That bum by day and night; and then I loVd thee, 

And show'd thee all* the qualities o' the isle, 

The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and fertile; 

Cursed be I that did so ! — All the charms 

Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you! 

Eor I am all the subjects that you have. 

Which first was mine own king ; and here you sty me 

Tn this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 

The rest of the island. 

MUSIC. 

Where should this music be? i*the air, or the earth? 
It sounds no more: and sure it waits upon 
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank. 
Weeping again the king my father's wreck. 
This music crept by me upon the waters; 
Allaying both their fury and my passion 
With its sweet air. 

Ariel's song. 

Full fathom five thy father lies; 

Of his bones are coral made; 
Those are pearls, that were his eyes: 

Nothing of him that doth fade. 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea nymphs hourly ring his knell: 
Hark ! now I hear them,— ding-dong, bell. 

SLEEP. 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it: 
It seldom visits sorrow: when it doth. 
It is a comforter. 



I san him beat the surges under him 

\nd nde upon their backs he trod tl e water 

Whose enmity he ilung iLside and breasted 

The surfK most swoln that metr him bin bold h» 

Bove the contentious waves be kept and oar'd 

Huiuelf with good arms in lusty stroke 

To the shore that o er hia wave worn basia bow d 

As stooping to rehere him I not doubt 

He came aJive to land 




All the infections that the bud sul'Iis up 
From bogs, Tens, Hats, on Prosper Tall, and make 
By iuch-meal a disease ! His spirits hear me. 
And yet I aeeds must curse. But. they'll nor piu 
Fright me with virgin shows, pitch me i' the mii 
Nor lead me, like a lire-brand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid them; but 
For every trifte are they set upon me: 
Sometime like apes, that moe* and chatter at me 
■ -Muku mo\.ma. 



42 PEARLS OF 8HAKSPEAEE. 



And after, bite me; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foot-fall; sometime am I 
All wound with adders, who, with cloven tongues, 
Do hiss me into madness : — ^Lo ! now ! lo ! 
Here comes a spirit of his; and to torment me. 
For bringing wood in slowly: I'll fall flat: 
Perchance, he will not mind me. 

SATIRE ON ENGLISH CURIOSITY. 

Were I in England now (as once I was), and had but 
this fish painted, not a holiday-fool there but would give a 
piece of silver: there would this monster make a man; any 
strange beast there makes a man : when they will not give a 
doit to relieve a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to see a 
dead Indian. 

Caliban's promises. 

I'll show thee the best springs; I'll pluck thee berries; 

I'll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough. 

A plague upon the tyrant that I serve ! 

I'll bear him no more sticks, but follow thee. 

Thou wondrous man. 

I pr'3rthee, let me bring thee where crabs grow ; 

And I with my long nails will dig thee pig nuts ; 

Show thee a jay's nest, and instruct thee how 

To snare the nimble marmozet ; I'll bring thee 

To clustering filberds, and sometimes I'll get thee 

Young sea-mells* from the rock. 

TEARS. 

His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops 
Prom eaves of reeds. 

* Sea-guJla. 




Mira. You look ireanl;. 

I^. No, noble mistresB ; tis beeh moniiDg with n 
When 70U are b<r at night. I do beseech ^u 
(Chiefly that I might set it in your prajera). 
What is your name F 

Jfiro. Miranda :— O my fiither, 

I have broke your best" to say so ! 

Fer. Admired Miranda I 

Indeed the top of admiration ; worth 
"What's dearest to the world ! Full many a lady 

• Commanfl. 
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I have eyed with best regard; and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues 
Have I liked several women; never any 
With so full soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she owed,* 
And put it to the foil : But you, O you. 
So perfect and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature's best. 

Mira. I do not know 

One of my sex : no woman's face remember, 
Save, from my glass, mine own; nor have I seen 
More that I may call men, than you, good friend, 
And my dear father: how features are abroad, 
I am skill-less of: but, by my modesty 
(The jewel in my dower), I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you; 
Nor can imagination form a shape. 
Besides yourself, .to like of : but I prattle 
Something too wildly, and my father's precepts 
Therein forget. 

Fer. I am, in my condition, 

A prince, Miranda; I do think, a king; 
(I would, not so !) and would no more endure 
This wooden slavery, than I would suffer 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. — Hear my soul speak;— 
The very instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service; there resides. 
To make me slave to it; and, for your sake. 
Am I this patient log-man. 

Mira. Do you love me? 

Fer, O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this sound, 
And crown what I profess with kind event. 
If I speak true ; if hollowly, invert 



1 



\ 



TEMPEST. 45 



What best is boded me, to mischief ! I, 
Beyond all limit of what else i' the world. 
Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mira. I am a fool. 

To weep at what 1 am glad of. 

Fer. Wherefore weep you ? 

Mira. At mine unworthiness, that dare not oifer 
What I desire to give; and much less take, 
What I shall die to want. But this is trifling; 
And all the more it seeks to hide itself. 
The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunning, 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! 
I am your wife, if you will marry me ! 
If not, I'll die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me; but 1*11 be your servant. 
Whether you will or no. 

Fer, My mistress, dearest. 

And I thus humble ever. 

Mira, My husband, then ? 

Fer, Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e'er of freedom : here's my hand. [well ! 

Mira, And mine, with my heart in't : and now fare- 

abiel's song. 

Where the bee sucks, there suck I; 

In a cowslip's bell I lie: 

There I couch when owls do cry. 

On the bat's back I do fly. 

After summer, merrily: 
Merrily, merrily, shall I live now. 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

LIGHTNESS OF FOOT. 

Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole may not 
Hear a foot fall 




I told vou sir that they were red hot with dnnking; 
So full of valour that they smote the air 
For breathing n their faces beat the ground 
For kisi ng of their feet yet always bending 
Towards their project. Then I beat my tabor, 
At which, Uke unback'd colta, they prick'd their ears 
Advanced their eyelids, Uft^ up their noses. 
As they smelt music; so I oharm'd their ears, 
Thali calt-like, they my lowing foUow'd through 
Tooth'd briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, and thoni!', 
Which enter'd their fr^l shios : at last I left them 
I' the filthy-mantled pool beyond your cell, 
Tbere dancing up to the c\lu». 
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VANITY OF HUMAN NATURE. 

These our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 
And like the baseless fabric of this vision, 
The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself. 
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve; 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded. 
Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff 
As dreams are made of, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep. 

FAIRIES AND MAGIC. 

Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and groves, 
And ye, that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him 
When he comes back; you demy-puppets, that 
By moonshine do the green-sour ringlets make. 
Whereof the ewe not bites ; and you, whose pastime 
Is to make midnight-mushrooms; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew; by whose aid 
(Weak masters though you be) I have bedimm'd 
The noon-tide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds, 
And 'twixt the green sea and the azured vault 
Set roaring war: to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak 
With his own bolt : the strong-based promontory 
Have I made shake; and by the spurs pluck'd up 
The pine and cedar: graves, at my command, 
Have waked their sleepers; oped and let them forth 
By my so potent art. 



S OF SHAEBPEtRK. 



TWELFTH NIGHT. 



If muEia be tlie food of love, play od. 
Give me excess of it ; that Burfeitiiig, 

The appetite may siokeu and eo die. 

That strain again ; it had a dying fall : 
O, it came o'er my ear like the sweet south. 
That breathes upon a bank of Tioleb^ 
Stealing, and giving odour. 




I saw your brother. 
Most provident in penl, bind himself 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 
To a strong mast, that hved upon the sea 
'^ere, like Anon on the dolphins back, 
I Saw him hold acquaintance with the wave. 
So long as I could Bee 
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A BEAUTIFUL BOY. 

Bear lad, believe it; 
For they shall yet belie thy happy years 
That say, thou art a man : Diana's lip 
Is not more smooth and rubious; thy small pi^^e 
Is, as the maiden's organ, shrill and sound. 
And all is semblative a woman's part. 

TRUE LOVE. 

Come hither, boy : if ever thou shalt love. 
In the sweet pangs of it remember me. 
For such as I am, all true lovers are ; 
Unstaid and skittish in all motions else. 
Save in the constant image of the creature 
That is beloved. 

CONCEALED LOVE. 

She never told her love. 
But let concealment, like a worm i' the bud. 
Feed on her c(amask cheek; she pined in thought; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy. 
She sat like Patience on a monument. 
Smiling at grief. 

JESTER. 

This fellow's wise pnough to play the fool ; 

And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit : 

He must observe their mood on whom he jests. 

The quaUty of persons, and the time ; 

And, like the haggard,* check at every feather 

That comes before his eye. This is a practice, 

As full of labour as a wise man's art: 

For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit; 

But wise men, folly-fallen, quite taint their wit. 

* A Imwk not weW trnVtveA 
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TWO GENTLEMEN OF YERONA, 



LOVE COMMENDED AND CENSURED. 

Yet writers say, as in the sweetest bud 
The eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 
And writers say, as the most forward bud 
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow. 
Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is tum*d to folly; blasting in the bud. 
Losing his verdure even in the prime. 
And all the fair effects of future hopes. 

A LOVKR IN SOLITUDE. 

How use doth breed a habit in a man ! 

This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods, 

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns .- 

Here can I sit alone, unseen of any. 

And, to the nightingale's complaining notes, 

Tune my distresses, and record* my woes. 

O thou that dost inhabit in my breast. 

Leave not the mansion so long tenantless ; 

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall. 

And leave no memory of what it was ! 

Repair me with thy presence, Silvia; 

Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain ! 



ft\np. 
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LOVE FROWARD AND DISSEMBLING. 

Maids, in modesty, say No to that 
"Which they would have the proflferer construe Ay. 
Fie, fio! how wayward is this foolish love; 
That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse. 
And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod! 

LOVE COMPARED TO AN APRIL DAY. 

O, how this spring of love resembleth 
The uncertain glory of an April day; 
Which now shows all the beauty of the sun, 
And by-and-by a cloud takes all away ! 

AN ACCOMPLISHED YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 

His years but young, but his experience old; 
His head unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe; 
And, in a word (for far behind his worth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow), 
He is complete in feature, and in mind. 
With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 

A LOVER^S BANISHMENT. 

And why not death, rather than living torment? 
To die, is to be banish'd from myself; 
And Silvia is myself: banish'd from her. 
Is self from self : a deadly banishment ! 
What light is light, if Silvia be not seen?. 
What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? 
Unless it be to think that she is by, 
And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 
Except I be by Silvia in the night. 
There is no music in the nightingale: 
Unless I look on Silvia in the day. 
There is no day for me to \ooVl xx^^. 



TWO QENTLBUEN O 




Ay, ay ; and she hath offeceil to the doom 
(Which, unreversed, shmds in effectual Ibrce) 
A sea of melting pearl, nhioh some call tears : 
Tbose at her father's churlish feet she tendered ; 
With them, upon her knees, her humble self; 
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became them, 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe; 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 
Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-sbedding tears. 
Could penetrate her tinoompassionate sire. 



Who by repentance is not satisfied, 
Is nor of heaven i\tw wwftv. 
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LOVE INCREASED BY ATTEMPTS TO SUPPRESS IT. 

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love, 
Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow, 
As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 

Luc, I do not seek to quench your love's hot fire; 
But qualify the fire's extreme rage, 
Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason. 

JuL The more thou damm'st it up, the more it 
The current, that with gentle murmur glides, [bums; 
Thou know'st, being stopp'd, impatiently doth rage; 
But when his fair course is not hindered. 
He makes sweet music with the enamell'd stones^ 
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge 
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage; 
And so by many winding nooks he strays, 
"With willing sport, to the wild ocean. 
Then let me go, and hinder not my course ; 
111 be as patient as a gentle stream. 
And make a pastime of each weary step. 
Tin the last step have brought me to my love; 
And there Til rest, as, after much turmoil, 
A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

INFIDELITY IN A FRIEND. 

Who should be trusted now, when one's right hand 

Is perjured to the bosom? Proteus, 

I am sorry I must never trust thee more. 

But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 

The private wound is deepest. 



WINTBR'8 TiLE. 



WINTER'S TALE. 




We were, fair queen, 
Two Mb, th&t thought there waa no more betaiad, 
But Buch & day to-morrow as tonlaf. 
And to be a boj eternal. 

We were as twinn'd lambs, that did biak V the sun. 
And bleat the one at the other: what we ehaoged, 
Was innoccDce for innoceaue ■, we Viicti ■wft> 
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The doctrine of ill-doing — uo, nor dream'd 
That any did : had we pursued that life, 
And our weak spirits ne'er been higher rear'd 
"With stronger blood, we should have answer'd Heaven 
Boldly, Not guiUy; the imposition clear'd, 
Hereditary ours.* 

EXPOSING AN INFANT. 

Come on, poor babe: 
Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurses! Wolves and bears, they say. 
Casting their savageness aside, have done 
Like offices of pity. 

A GARLAND FOR MIDDLE-AGED MEN. 

I'll not put 
The dibble in earth to set one slip of them : 
No more than, were I painted, I would wish 
This youth should say, 'twere well; and only therefore 
Desire to breed by me. Here's flowers for you; 
Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram; 
The marigold, that goes to bed with the sun, 
And with him rises weeping; these are flowers 
Of middle summer, and, I think, they are given 
To men of middle age. 

RURAL SIMPLICITY. 

I was not much afeard; for once or twice 
I was about to speak; and tell him plainly, 
The self-same sun, that shines upon his court, 
Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike. 



The ^enoe often of pure 
Persuadea, when speaking Mis. 



Eevarend sirs. 
For jou there's rosemary and rue; tUeae keep 
Seeming sml savour" all the winter long; 
Grace, and remembnince bo to you both. 
And welcome to our ebearing ! 

• LUlcaeu ani uucU. 
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Hj/. How now 
Your heart b full of si 
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, whan I was youug, 
And handed love, as you do, I vias wont 
To load my she with knacks: I would have rani>auk'd 
Tbe pedlar's silken treasurf, and hare pour'd it 
To her icneptancs : you have let him go. 
And nothing marted* with him : if your la^s 
Interpretation should abuse, and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty; you were straitedt 
For a reply, at least, if you make a eare 
Of happy holding her. 



■ Bought, UiffitVj 



\?hH. 
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Flo. Old sir, I know 

She prizes not such trifles as these are : 
The gifts she looks from me, are pack'd and lock'd 
Up in my heart; which I have given already, 
But not delivered. O, hear me breathe my Ufe 
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem, 
Hath sometime loved: I take thy hand; this hand, 
As soft as dove's down, and as white as it; 
Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd snow, 
That's bolted* by the northern blasts twice o'er. 

A GARLAND. 

Daffodils, 
That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March wifch beauty; violets dim, 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eye.<«, 
Or Cytherea's breath ; pale primroses. 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength— a malady 
Most incident to maids; bold oxlips, and 
The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds, 
The flower-de-luce being one! O, these I lack 
To make you garlands of; and, my sweet friend. 
To strew him o'er and o'er. 

TRUE IJOW^ 

He says, he loves my daughter; 

I think so too; for never gazed the moon 

Upon the water, as he'll stand, and read. 

As 'twere, my daughter's eyes: and, to be plain, 

I think there is not half a kiss to choose 

Who loves another best. 

* Tlw Move used to separate flonr fTv^m\iTWv\* c^\t^ ^\^c\'Cvwj,-^Vn\\\, 



60 PEARLS OF SHAKSPEARE. 



A STATUE. 

What was he that did make it ? — See, my lord, 
Would you not deem it breath'd? and that those veins 
Did verily bear blood? 

JPol, Masterly done: 

The very life seems warm upon her lip. 

Leon, The fixture of her eye has motion in't 
As we are mock'd with art. 
Still, methinks. 

There is an air uomes from her. What fine chisel 
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock me, 
For I will kiss her. 



KING JOHN. 



COWARDICE AND PERJURY. 

O Lymoges! O Austria! thou dost shame 

That bloody spoil : thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward ! 

Thou little valiant, great in villany ! 

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 

Thou fortune's champion, that dost never fight 

But when her humorous ladyship is by 

To teach thee safety !■ thou art perjured, too, 

And sooth'st up greatness. What a fool art thou, 

A ramping fool: to brag, and stamp, and swear. 

Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave, 

Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side ? 

Been s>iv'orn my soldier ? bidding me depend 

Upon thy stars, thy foTtnne, aa^ \)k5 ^t^iv^'^ 
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And dost thou now fall over to my foes ? 
Thou wear'st a lion's hide! doflT* it for shame, 
And hang a calfs-skin on those recreant limbs. 

THE HORRORS OF A CONSPIRAOY. 

I had a thing to say — but let it go; 

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 

Attended with the pleasures of the world. 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds,t 

To give me audience. — If the midnight bell 

Bid, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 

Sonud one unto the drowsy race of night: 

If this same were a churchyard where we stand. 

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs; 

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy. 

Had baked thy blood, and made it heavy, thick ; * 

(Which, else, runs tickUng up and down thy veins. 

Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes, 

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 

A passion hateful to my purposes;) 

Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes, 

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 

Without a tongue, using conceit alone. 

Without eyes, ears,«nd harmflil sound of words; 

Then, in despite of brooded watchM day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts: 

But, ah ! I will not. 

A mother's grief for the loss of a son. 

Father cardinal, I have heard you say. 

That we shall see and know our friends in heaven : 

If that be true, I shall see my boy again ; 

For, since the birth of Cain the first male child, 

* Do off. \ SYiowy onvaxsvdvXa, 
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To him that did but yesterday suspire,* 
There was not such a graciousf creature born. 
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud, 
And chase the native beauty f^om his cheek, 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost; 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit; 
And so he'll die; and, rising so again. 
When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 
I shall not know him: therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

P(md. You hold too heinous a respe(?t of grief. 

Const. He talks to me that never had a son. 

K. Phil. You are as fond of grief as of your child. 

Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent child. 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Eemembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuf& out his vacant garments with his form; 
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief. 

DESPONDENCY. 

There's nothing in this world can make me joy : 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man.* 

ABTHUR^S PATHETIC SPEECHES TO HUBERT. 

Methinks, nobody should be sad but I : 
Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night, 
Only for wantonness. By my Christendom, 
So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 
I should be merry as the day is long. 

* Breathe. ^ ^^^c«^vA. 
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B you the heart? When your head did but ache 
lit my handkerchief about your browG, 
I best I bad, a priucGss wrought it me,} 

I did never sak it you again : 

with my hand at midnight held your head; 
, like the watchful minut«a to the hour, 

and anon cheer'd up the heavy time; 
ag. What lack you? and, "Where lies your grief? 
What good love may I perform for you ? 
y a poor man's son would have lain still, 

ne'er have spoke a loving word to you ; 
you at your sick eervice had & prince. 
, you may think ray love waa crafty love, 

(»ll it cunning : do, an if you will 
leaven be pleased that you must use me ill, 
', tben you must.— Will you put out mine eyes ? 
e eyes that never did, nor never shall, 
inob as frown on you ? 

'. what need you be so boisfrous rough ? 
1 not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 
Heaven's sake, Hubert, let me 'uA be \»axi,V. 



64 PEABL8 OF SHAKSPEABE. 



Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive these men away, 

And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word, 

Nor look upon the iron angrily : 

Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you, 

"Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Is there no remedy ? 

Huh, None, but to lose your eyes. 

Arth, Oh, Heaven ! — ^that there were but a mote in 1 ^ 
yours, I 5 

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand'ring hair, 
Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 1 ■ 

Then, feeling what small things are boist'rous there, 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 



PERFECTION ADMITS OF NO ADDmON. 

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily. 

To throw a perfume on the violet. 

To smooth the ice, or add another hue 

Unto the rainbow, or with a taper-light 

To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish, 

Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 



DESPAIR. 

If thou didst but consent 
To this most cruel act, do but despair. 
And, if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee; a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on; or\Wouldst thou drown 

thyself, ^ 

Put but a little water in a spoon, 
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And it shall be as all the ocean, 
Enough to stifle such a villain up. 

A M^VN IN TBABS. 



Ijet me wipe off this honourable dew. 

That sijiyerly doth progress on thy cheeks: 

My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 

Being an ordinary inundation; 

But this effusion of such manly drops. 

This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul, 

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amazed 

Than had I seen the vanity top of heaven 

figured quite o'er with burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great heart heave away this storm : 

Commend these waters to those baby eyes. 

That never saw the giant world enraged; 

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts. 

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 

APPROACH OF DEATH. 

It is too late ; the life of all his blood 
Is touched corruptibly ; and his pure brain 
(Which some suppose the soul's frail dwelling-house,) 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Fortell the ending of mortaUty. 



ENGLAND INVINCIBLE IF UNANIMOUS. 

England never did (nor never shall) 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 
But when it first did help to wound itself. 
Now these her princes are come Yiomft ^«XTi, 
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Come the three corners of the world in arms, 

And we shall shock them^ Naught shall make us ru( 

If England to itself do rest but true. 
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REPUTATION. 



The purest treasure mortal time afford. 

Is— spotless reputation; that away, 

Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. 

COWARDICE. 

That which in mean men we entitle — patience, 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 

THOUGHTS IS EFFECTUAL TO MODERATK AFFLICTION. 

O, who can hold a fire in his hand. 

By thinking on the frosty Caucasus? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feast? 

Or wallow naked in December's snow. 

By thinking on fantastic summer's heat? 

O, no ! the apprehension of the good. 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worse : 

Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more. 

Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore. 

SUN-RISDTG AFTER A DARK NIGHT. 

Know'st thou not 
That when the searching e^^e o? HeaNeu is hid 
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Behind the globe, and lights the lower world. 

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen. 

In murders, and in outrage, bloody here ; 

But when, from under this terrestrial ball. 

He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines. 

And darts his Ught through every guilty hole. 

Then murders, treasons, and detested sins, 

The cloak of night being plucked from oflf their backs, 

Stand bare and naked, trembUng at themselves? 

MELANCHOLY STORIES. 

In winter's tedious nights, sit by the fire 

With good old folks; and let them tell thee tales 

Of woful ages, long ago betid :* 

And ere thou bid good night, to quitf their grief, 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 

And send the heroes weeping to their beds. 

VIOLETS. 

"Who are the violets now. 
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring? 
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hotspur's description of a finical fop. 

But I remember, when the fight was done, 
"When I was dry with rage and extreme toil. 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword. 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd, 
Fresh as a bridegroom; and his chin, new reap'd. 
Showed like a stubble-land at harvest-home: 
He was perfumed like a milliner; 

•Passed. ^ TAc t,NftT^vj\V\\. 
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And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held 

A pouncet-box,* which ever and anon 

He gave his nose, and took't away again ; — 

Who, therewith angry, when it next came there, 

Took it in snuff: — and still he smiled, and talk'd; 

And, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by. 

He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly. 

To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 

Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady terms 

He question'd me; among the rest demanded 

My prisoners, in your majesty^s behalf. 

I then, all smarting with my wounds, being cold, 

To be so pester'd with a popinjay,t 

Out of my grief and my impatience, 

Answered, neglectingly, I know not what ; 

He should, or he should not; — for he made me mad 

To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet. 

And talk so like a waiting gentlewoman. 

Of guns, and drums, and wounds (Grod save the mark!) 

And telling me the sovereign'st thing on earth 

Was parmaceti, for an inward bruise ; 

And that it was great pity, so it was. 

That villanous saltpetre should be digg'd 

Out of the bowels of the harmless earth. 

Which many a good tall fellow had destroyed 

So cowardly; and, but for these vile guns. 

He would himself have been a soldier. 



DANGER. 



Pll read you matter deep and dangerous ; 
As full of peril, and adventurous spirit, 
As to o'erwalk a current, roaring loud, 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

* A box of perfumes. \ A. parrot. 
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■ O my good lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what oSenoe have I, this fortnight, been 
A banished woman fk>m my Harry's bed? 
Tell me, sweet lord, what Is't that tokc^ from thee 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep ? 
Why dost thou bead thius eyes upon (he earth; 
And atut 80 often when thou sitCst alone ? 
Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeke; 
And given my treasures, and my rights of thee, 
To thick-eyed musing, and cursed melancholy? 
In thy bint slumbers, I by thee have watched. 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars ; 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed; 
Cry, Conrage ! to the field ! And thou haat talk'd 
or sallies and retires ; of trenches, tents, 
or paliBadoee, frontiers, paTa.pe\a-, 
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Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin ; 

Of prisoner's ransom, and of soldiers slain. 

And all the 'currents* of a heady fight 

Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war, 

And thus hath so bestirr'd thee in thy sleep. 

That beadsf of sweat have stood upon thy brow, 

Like bubbles in a late disturbed stream; 

And in thy face strange motions have appeared. 

Such as we see when men restrain their breath 

On some great sudden haste. O, what portents are 

these ? 
Some heavy business hath my lord in hand, 
And I must know it, else he loves me not. 

ON &USEKABLE RHYMERS. 

Marry, and I'm glad of it with all my heart 
I had rather be a kitten, and cry— mew, 
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers : 
I had rather hear a brazen canstick^ turn'd, 
Or a dry wheel grate on an axletree; 
And that would set my teeth nothing on edge. 
Nothing so much as mincing poetry ; 
'Tis like the forced gait of a shuffling nag. 

PUNCTUALITY IN BARGAINS. 

I'll give thrice so much land 

To any well-deserving friend; 

But, in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 

I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 

A HUSBAND SUNG TO SLEEP BY HIS WIFE. 

She bids you 
Upon the wanton rushes lay you down, 
And rests your gentle head upon her lap 

* Occurrences. \ Drops. % Cocv^'aaVviV.. 
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And she will sing the song that pleaseth you, 
And on your eyelids crown the god of sleep, 
Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness; 
Making such difference 'twixt wake and sl^p, 
As is the difference 'twixt day and night, 
The hour before the heavenly hamess'd team 
Begins his golden progress in the east. 

A GALLANT WARRIOR. 

I saw young Harry — with his beaver on, 
His cuisses* on his thighs, gallantly arm'd — 
Rise from the ground like feathered Mercury, 
And vaulted with such ease into his seat, 
As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds, 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 
And witchf the world with noble horsemanship. 

hotspur's impatience for the battle. 

Let them come; 
They come Uke sacrifices to their trim. 
And to the fire-eyed maid of smoky war. 
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them : 
The mailed Mars shall on' his altar sit. 
Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire. 
To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh. 
And yet not ours: come, let me take my horse, 
Who is to bear me, Uke a thunderbolt. 
Against the bosom of the prince of Wales : 
Harry to Harry, shall hot horse to horse. 
Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a corse.- 
0, that Glendower were come ! 

LIFE DEMANDS ACTION. 

gentlemen, the time of life is short ; 

To spend that shortness basely, were too Ion}?, 

Armour. \ Bevf\lc\v, c\vwx«v. 



# 
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If life did ride upon a dial's point, 
Sill ending at the arrival of an hour. 

PRINCE henry's pathetic SPEECH ON THE DEATH OF HOTSPUR. 

Brave Percy, fare thee well! 
ni-weaved ambition, how much art thou shrunk: 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 
A kingdom for it was too small a bound: 
But now, two paces of the vilest earth 
Is room enough: — this earth that bears the dead, 
Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. 
If thou wert sensible of courtesy, 
I should not make so dear a show of zeal : — 
But let my favours* hide thy mangled face; 
And, even in thy behalf, I'll thank myself 
For doing these fair rites of tenderness. 
Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven! 
Thy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave, 
But not remember'd in thy epitaph ! 



KING HENRY IV.— PART II. 



CONTENTION. 

Contention, like a horse 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose, 
And bears down all before him. 

POST MESSENGER. 

After him came spurring hard, 
A gentleman almost forespentf with speed. 
That stopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horse. 
He asked the way to Chester, and of him 

* His scarf. \ ^^^vwaX^A. 
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I did demand, what news from Shrewsbury. 
He told me that rebellion had bad luck. 
And that young Harry Percy's spur was cold : 
With that, he gave his able horse the head. 
And, bending forward, struck his armed heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel head; and starting so. 
He seem'd in running to devour the way, 
Staying no longer question. 

MESSENGER WITH ILL. NEWS. 

This man's brow, like to a title-leaf. 

Foretells the nature of a tragic volume : 

So looks the strand, whereon the imperious flood 

Hath left a witness'd usurpation,* — 

Thou tremblest; and the whiteness in thy cheek 

Is, apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 

Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless. 

So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone, 

Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night. 

And would have told him half his Troy was bum'd — 

I see a strange confession in thine eye : 

Thou shak'st thy head, and hold'st it fear or sin. 

To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so : 

The tongue offends not that reports his death; 

And he doth sin that doth belie the dead; 

Not he, which says the dead is not alive. 

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news 

Hath but a losing office; and his tongue 

Sounds ever after as a sullen bell, 

Kemember'd knolling a departing friend. 

APOSTROPHE TO SLEEP. 

Sleep, gentle sleep. 
Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 

* An attestation of its ravage. 



1 
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That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down, 

And steep my senses in forgetftilness ? 

Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs, 

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee. 

And hush*d with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber: 

Than in the perfumed chambers of the great. 

Under the canopies of costly state. 

And lull'd with sounds of sweetest melody : 

O thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile 

In loathsome beds ; and leavest the kingly couch, 

A watch-case, or a common 'larum bell? 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 

Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains 

In cradle of the rude imperious surge; 

And in the visitation of the winds. 

Who take the ruflBan billows by the top. 

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 

With deafening clamours in the slippery clouds, 

That, with the hurly,* death itself awakes ? 

Canst thou, O partial sleep ! give thy repose 

To the wet sea-boy, in an hour so rude; 

And, in the calmest and most stillest night, 

With all appliances, and means to boot. 

Deny it to a king? 

REFLECTIONS ON GOLD. 

How quickly nature falls into revolt 

When gold becomes her object ! 

For this the foolish over-careful fathers [oare, 

Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their brains with 

Their bones with industry; 

For this they have engross'd and piled up 

The canker'd heaps of strange-achived gold; 



For this thay have been thoughtful to invest 

Their bods with tits and martial exercises: 

When, like the bee, tolling* from erery flower 

The Tirtuoiia sweetn ; 

Our thighs packed with wax, our mouths with honey. 

We bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees. 

Are mnrder'd for our pains. 




Comp hither to me, Harry; 

Depart the chamber, leave va here alone. 

F. Sen. I never thought to hear you apeak again. 

K, Men. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that thought: 
I slay loo long by thee, I weary thee. 
Dost thou M hunger for my empty chajr. 
That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours 
Before thy hour be ripe ? foolish youth ! 
Thou Beek'at the greatness that will overwhelm thee. 
Stay hut a Uttle ; for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with so weak a wind. 
That it will quickly drop : my day is dim. 
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Thou hast stolen that, which, after some few hours, 
Were thine without offence; and at my death, 
Thou hast seal'd up my expectation:* 
Thy life did manifest thou loyedst me not. 
And thou wilt have me die assured of it. 
Thou hidest a thousand daggers in thy thoughts; 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart. 
To stah at half an hour of my life. 
What! canst thou not forbear me half an hour? 
Then get thee gone, and dig my grave thyself; 
And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear. 
That thou art crowned; not that I am dead. 
Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse 
Be drops of balm to sanctify thy head: 
Only compound me with forgotten dust; 
Give that which gave thee life, unto the worms. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees: 
For now a time is come to mock at form, 
Harry the Fifth is crowned; — up, vanity ! 
Down, royal state ! all you sage counsellors, hence ! 
And to the English court assemble now. 
From every region, apes of idleness ! 
Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum : 
Have you a ruffian, that will swear, drink, dance, 
Bevel the night: rob, murder, and commit 
The eldest sins, the newest kind of ways ? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more: 
England shall double gild his treble guilt; 
England shall give him office, honour, might; 
For the fifth Harry from curb'd licence plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent. 
O my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows! 
When that my care could not withhold thy riots, 

* ConftrmcA my o^vwVou. 
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What wilt thou do, when riot is thy care ? 
O, thou vrilt be a wilderness again, 
Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants! 

P. Hen, O, pardon me, my liege ! but for my tears, 
The moist impediments unto my speech, [^KneeUi^. 

I had forestall'd this dear and deep rebuke, 
Ere you with grief had spoke, and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown, 
And he that wears the crown immortally 
Long, guard it yours ! If I affect it more. 
Than as your honour, and as your renown, 
Let me no more from this obedience rise, 
(Which my most true and inward-duteous spirit 
Teacheth) this prostrate and exterior bending! 
Heaven witness with me, when I here came in. 
And found no course oP breath within your majest}^ 
How cold it struck my heart ! if I do feign, 

let me in my present wildness ^e; 

And never live to show the incredulous 'world 
The noble change that I have purposed. 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
(And dead almost, my liege, to think you were,) 

1 spake unto the cro¥ni, as having sense. 

And thus upbraided it : The ca/re on thee depending 

Hath fed upon the body of my father; 

Therefore, thou, best of gold, art worst of gold. 

Other, less fine in carat,* is more precious. 

Preserving life in medicine potable :f 

But thou, most fine, most honoured, most renowWd, 

Hast eat thy bearer up. Thus, my most royal liege. 

Accusing it, I put it on my head; 

To try with it, — as with an enemy 

That had before my face murder'd my father, — 

The quarrel of a true inheritor 

* Weight. '1 \it\aJwWi. 
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But if it did infect my blood with joy, 
Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride; 
If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 
Did with the least affection of a welcome 
Give entertainment to the might of it, 
Let God for ever keep it from my head ! 
And make me as the poorest vassal is. 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it. 



KING HENRY V. 



INVOCATION TO THE MUSE. 

O, for a muse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention ! 
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act, 
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene! 
Then should the warlike Harry, like himself. 
Assume the port of Mars ; and, at his heels, 
Leash'd in like hounds, should famine, sword, and fire 
Crouch for employment. 

CONSIDERATION. 

Consideration like an angel came. 

And whipp'd the offending Adam out of him; 

Leaving his body as a paradise. 

To envelop and contain celestial spirits. 

WARLIKE SPIRIT. 

Now all the youth of England are on fire. 
And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies; 
Now thrive the armourers, and honour's thought 
Eeigns solely in the breast o^ e^crj tcwv,\i*. 
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Tbej Bell the pasture now to buy the horse 
FollowiDg the mirror of all Christian ktnga 
With willed heels as English Merounee 
For ooir site Expectation in the air 
And hides a sword Trom hilts unto the point 
With crowns imperial crowns and coronets 
Promised to Harry and hia followers 



—model to tb; inward greatness 
Like little body with a mighty heart — 
What niightest thou do that honour would thee do 
Were all thy children kind and natural ' 
But gee thy fault ' France bath in thee round out 
A neat of hollow bosoms whii,h he* fills 
With treacherous c 




r palstaff's usath. 
'A made a finer end, and went away, an it had been any 
•hristom child ;t 'a parted even just between twelve and one, 
)'en at turning o' the tide ; for after T saw bim fumble with 
ihe sheets, and play with flowers, and smile upon his fingers* 
•a. Tlia King of Fraace. \ i chM uol. maiB '.\iaii i moafti. iJA. 
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ends, I knew there was but one way ; for his nose wa£ as sharp 
as a pen, and 'a babbled of green fields. How now, Sir John? 
quoth I : what, man ! be of good cheer. So 'a cried out- 
God, God, God ! three or four times : now I, to comfort him, 
bid him, 'a should not think of God ; I hoped there was no 
need to trouble himself with any such thoughts yet. So 'a 
bade me lay more clothes on his feet : I put my hand into 
the bed, and felt them, and they were as cold as any stone. 

DESCRIPTION OF MIGHT IN A CAMP. 

From camp to camp, through the foul womb of night, 
The hum of either army stilly* sounds. 
That the fixed sentinels almost receive 
.The secret whispers of each other's watch: 
Fire answers fire; and through their paly flames 
Each battle sees the other's umber 'df face; 
Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs 
Piercing the night's dull ear; and firom the tents 
The armourers, accomplishing the knights. 
With busy hammers closing rivets up. 
Give dreadful note of preparation. 
The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll, 
And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul. 
The confident and over-lusty f French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice; 
And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night. 
Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 
So tediously away. The poor condemned English, 
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 
The morning's danger, and their gesture sad. 
Investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-worn coats, 
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 

* Gently, lowly. f Discoloured by ttv© g\<^m ol \Xvt ^«6. X QN«t-^»sw:i. 
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So many horrid ghosts. O, now, who wiU behold 

The royal captain of this ruin'd band. 

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent. 

Let him cry — Praise and glory on his head! 

For forth he goes, and visits all his host; 

Bids them good-morrow, with a modest smile; 

And calls them — brothers, friends, and countrymen. 

Upon his royal face there is no note. 

How dread an army hath enrounded him ; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 

Unto the weary and all-watched night; 

But freshly looks, and overbears attaint. 

With cheerful semblance, and sweet majesty ; 

That every wretch, pining and pale before. 

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks ; 

A largessL universal, like the sun. 

His liberal eye doth give'to every one. 

Thawing cold fear. 

KING henry's speech,' BEFORE THE BATTLE OP AQINCOURT. 

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 

Will stand a tip-toe when this day is named. 

And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 

He, that shall live this day, and see old age, 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his friends. 

And say — to-morrow is Saint Crispian. 

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars. 

And say, these wounds I had on Crispin's day. 

Old men forget: yet all shall be forgot. 

But he'll remember, with advantages. 

What feats he did that day: then shall our names. 

Familiar in their mouths as household words, — 

Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster, — 

Be in their flowing cups freshly texafioiXiCT?^, 
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THK MLSBKIES OP WAU. 

Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 

Unpruned dies: her hedges even-pleach'd, 

Like prisoners wildly overgrown with hair, 

Put forth disordered twigs: her fallow leas 

The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory. 

Doth root upon; while that the coulter* rusts. 

That should deracinate f such savagery: 

The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth 

The freckled cowslip, bumet, and green clover, 

Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank. 

Conceives by idleness; and nothing teems. 

But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs. 

Losing both beauty and utility. 

And as our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges. 

Defective in their natures, grow to wildness. 



KING HENEY VI.— PART I. 

GLORY. 

Glory is like a circle in the water. 

Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself. 

Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to naught. 

god's goodness ever to be remembered. 

Let never day nor night unhallow'd pass, 
But still remember what the Lord hath done. 

SILENT RESENTMENT DEEPEST. 

Smooth runs the water, where the brook is deep; 
And in his simple show 4ie harbours treason. 

* Ploughshare. \ To force up the roots. 
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Upon thy eje-ballg murderous tyranny 
Site in grim mnjestj to fnght the world. 



What stronger brea-t plate than a heart untainted ? 
Thnoe 13 he armed that hath his quarrel just 
And he but nalced though lock d up m steel 
Whose conscience with injastice is corrupted 




Bnng me unto my trial when jou will 

Died he not in his bed? where should he dief 

Can I make men live wher they will or noF — 

• torture me no more I will confess — 

Alive again t tlien show me where he is 

I II give a thousand pound to look upon him — 

He hath no eyes the dust hath blinded them — 

Comb down bis hair look' look' it stands upnght 

Like lime tniga set to oatoh my winged soul ' — 

Give me some drink and bid the apothecary 

Bnng the itronif poison \hat 1 bo\iR\rt d^ \i\ra. 
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KING HENEY VI.— PABT III. 



MORNING. 

See how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun ! 
How well resembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm'd like a younker prancing to his love! 

THE BLESSINGS OF A SHErHERD^S LIFE. 

O God! methinks it were a happy life, 

To be no better than a homely swain; 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now. 

To carve out. dials quaintly, point by point, 

Thereby to see the minutes how they run: 

How many make the hour full complete, 

How many hours bring about the day. 

How many days will finish up the year. 

How many years a mortal man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the times: 

So many hours must I tend my flock; 

So many hours must I take my rest; 

So many hours must I contemplate; 

So many hours must I sport myself; 

So many days my ewes have been with young; 

So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean; 

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece: 

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years, 

Pass'd over to the end they were created. 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

Ah, what a life were this; how sweet! how lovely! 

Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 

To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep. 

Than doth a rich-embToidfet'd caxioYJ 
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To kings, that fear their subjects' treachery? 

O, yes, it doth; a thousandfold it doth. 

And to conclude, — the shepherd's homely curds. 

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle. 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade. 

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys. 

Is far beyond a prince's delicates, 

His viands sparkling in a golden cup, 

His body couched in a curious bed. 

When care, mistrust, and treason, wait on him. 

oldster's dissimulation. 

Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile; 

And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart; 

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 

And frame my face to all occasions. 

I'll drown more sailors than the mermaid shall ; 

I'll slay more gazers than the basiUck; 

111 play the orator as well as Nestor. 

Deceive more slyly than Ulysses could, 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy: 

I can add colours to the cameleon; 

Change shapes with Proteus for advantages. 

And set the murd'rous Machiavel to school. 

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown? 

OMENS ON THE BIRTH OF RICHARD HI. 

The owl shriek'd at thy birth, an evil sign; 

The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time; 

Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempests shook down trees. 

The raven rook'd* her on the chimney's top. 

And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 

Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain. 

And yet brought forth less than a mother's hope; 

* To rook signifies to equal Aovjw. 
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To wit,— an indigest deformed lump. 

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast bom, 

To signify thou earnest to bite the world. 



KING BICHARD III. 



THE DUKE OF GLOSTER ON HIS OWN DEFORMrTY. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths. 

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments; 

Our stem alarums changed to merry meetings. 

Our dreadM marches to delightful measures. 

Grim-visaged war hath smoothed his wrinkled front ; 

And now, instead of mounting barbed* steeds. 

To fright this souls of fearfril adversaries, — 

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass; 

I that am rudely stamped, and want love's majesty 

To strut before a wanton ambling n3rmph ; 

I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion. 

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 

Deform*d, unfinish'd, sent before my time 

Into this breathing world, scarce half made up. 

And that so lamely and unfashionable, 

That dogs bark at me as I halt by them; — 

Why I, in this weak piping 'time of peace. 

Have no delight to pass away the time ; 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 

And descant on mine own deformity ; 

* Armed. 



KINO BICHASD III. 

And therefore,— slnoe I oumot prore a lover, 
To entertain these Mr well-spoken days, — 
I am determined to prove a, tQIhId, 
And hate the idle pleasuros of these days. 

The Bkleut houra st«al on. 

And flaky darkneaa breaks mthin tbe east. 




Ah, that de(«it should steal such gentle shapes. 
And with a Tirtuous visor hide deep viue ] 



True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's wings. 
Kings it makes goda, and meaner creatures kiugs. 



The weary sun hath made a golden set. 
And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 
Osvee token ot a goodly day lo-mono'V. 
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RICHMOND'S PRAYER. 

O Thou, whose captain I account myself, 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye; 
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 
That we may praise thee in thy victory! 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes; 
Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me still ! 

RICHARD STARTING OUT OF HIS DREASI. 

Give me another horse, bind up my wounds, — 
Have mercy, Jesu !— Soft; I did but dream.— 
O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me!— 
The lights bum blue. — It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
What do I fearP myself? 

CONSCIENCE. 

Conscience is but a word that cowards use. 
Devised at first to keep the strong in awe. 



KING HENEY VIII. 



ANGER. 



To climb steep hills, 
Requires slow pace at first: anger is like 
A full hot horse, who being allowed his way. 
Self-mettle tires him. 
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NEW CUSTOMS. 

New customs, 
fFhough they be never so ridiculous, 
Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 

A GOOD WIFB. 

A loss of her 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre; 
Of her, that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with ; even of her 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls, 
"Will bless the king. 

THE BLESSmOS OF A LOW STATION. 

Tis better to be lowly bom. 
And range with humble livers in content. 
Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief. 
And wear a golden sorrow. 

FIRM ALLEGIANCE. 

Though perils did 
Abound as thick as thought could make them, and 
Appear in forms more horrid, yet my duty. 
As doth a rock against the chiding flood. 
Should the approach of this wild river break. 
And stand unshaken yours. 

FALLING GREATNESS. 

Nay, then, farewell ! 
I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatness. 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 
I haste now to my setting: I shall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening. 
And no man see me more. 

\^ 




Cromwell I did not tlunk 1« shed a tear 
In all mj miseries but tbou hast Torced me 
Out or th; honest truth to play the woman 
Let a dry our eyea and thus to bear me Crcmwell 
And — wben I am forgotten ag I shall be 
And sleep m doll cold marble where no meotion 
Of me more muat be heard of —say I taught thee 
Say "Wolsey that once trod the ways of glory 
And sounded all the depths and shoaU of honour — 
Tound thee a way out of his wreck, to nse in 
A sure and safe one though thy master miss d it 
Mark but my fall and that that ruin d me 
Cromwell I iharge thee fting aw«,^ raiftiAwni 
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By that sin fell the angels: how can man then, 

The image of his Maker, hope to win by't ? 

Love thyself last ; cherish those hearts that hate thee : 

Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not: 

Let all the ends thou aim'st at be thy country's, 

Thy Gk)d's and truth's; then, if thou fall'st, O Cromwell, 

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king; 

And, — Pr'ythee, lead me in; 

There take an inventory of all I have. 

To the last penny; 'tis the king's: my robe. 

And my integrity to Heaven, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 

Had I but served my God with half the zeal 

I served my king, he would not in mine age 

Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

THE VICISSITUDES OF LIFE. 

So farewell to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 
This is the state of man ; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms. 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him : 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost; 
And, — when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a ripening, — nips his root. 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventured 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders. 
These many summers in a sea of glory; 
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now has left me, 
"Weary, and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this nvoM, \ \ia)y^ ^^\ 
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I feel my heart new opened: O, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes' foyours ! 
There is, betwixt that smile we would i^ire to, 
That sweet ^aspect of princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than wars or women haye; 
And when he falls, he fiills like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 



DESCRIPTION OP CLEOPATRA SAILIKO DOWN THE CYDNUS. 

The barge she sat in, like a bumish'd throne, 
Burn'd on the water: the poop was beaten gold; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed that 
' The winds were love-sick with them : the oars were 

silver ; 
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water which they beat to follow faster. 
As amorous of their strokes. Por her own person. 
It beggar'd all description; she did lie 
In her pavilion, (cloth of gold, of tissue,) 
O'er picturing that Venus, where we see. 
The fancy outwork nature; on each side her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With diverse coloured fans, whose wind did seem. 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool. 
And what they undid, did.* 

EARLY RISING THE WAY TO EMINENCE. 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. 

* Added to the warmtlv ttvey "were \vi\.eti^«& \o (icanJovviVi. 
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CORIOLANUS. 



CnAKACTEK OF CORIOLANUS. 

His nature is too noble for the world: 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 

Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart's his 

mouth; 
What his breast forges, that his tongue must vent, 
And being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of death. 



CYMBELINE; 



Scene. — A Bedchamher ; in one part of it a trunk. 

Imogen reading in her bed; a Zadt/ attending. 

Imo. Mine eyes are weak : — 
Fold down the leaf where I have left ; to bed : 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning; 
And if thou canst awake by four o' the clock, 
I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath seized me wholly. 

[Exit Lady. 
To your protection I commend me, gods ! 
Prom fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
Guard me, beseech ye! 

[Sleeps. lachimo, from the trunk. 

lack. The crickets sing, and man's o'er-labour'd sense 
Repairs itself by rest : our Tarquin thus 
Did softly press the rushes,* ere he waken'd 

* It vr&a anciently the custom to strew cYioxc^t^ ^VCi\ TNx^'aa. 
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The ohaatity he wounded — Cjtherea, 
Hoir bnvely thou beGomesl thj bed ! Treeh lil^ ! 
And whiter than the eheets < that I miKhl tuuch I 
But kiM, one kue' — rubies unparagon'd. 
How dearly they dirt — Tib her breathing that 




Perfumea the chamber thus: the flame o' the taper 
Bowa towards her; and would underpeep her lids. 
To eee the enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows ; white and Mure, laced 
With blue of heaven's own tinet.'— But my desi^ 
To note the ohunber: — I will write all down; — 
• t*. TliB wblW >iitt iBuBi -"Vtti "Aat, -iiSia. 



CYMBELINE. 95 



Such and such pictures ; — there the window : — such 

The adornment of her bed ; — the arras* figures. 

Why, such and such:— -and the contents o' the story, — 

Ah, but some natund notes about her body, 

Above ten thousand meaner moveables 

Would testify to enrich mine inventory. 

sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her! 

And be her sense but as a monument, 

Thus in a chapel lying ! — come off, come off ;— 

[ Taking off her bracelet. 

As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard! 

'Tis mine; and this will witness outwardly, 

As strongly as the conscience does within. 

To the madding of her lord. On her lefb breast 

A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 

I' the bottom of a cowslip : here's a voucher. 

Stronger than ever law could make: this secret 

Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and ta'en 

The treasure of her honour. No more. — To what end? 

Why should I write this down, that's rivetted, 

Screw'd to my memory ? She hath been reading late 

The Tale of Tereus ; here the leaf's turn'd down, 

Where Philomel gave up : — I have enough : 

To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night ! that dawning 

May bare the raven's eye: I lodge in fear; 

Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

{Ooes into the trunk. 

IMPATIENCE OP A WIFE TO MEET HER HUSBAND. 

0, for a horse with wings ! — Hear'st thou, Pisanio ? 
He is at Milford-Haven ; read, and tell me 
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs 

♦ Tapestry. 
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May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day? — Then, true Pisanio, 
(Who longest, like me, to see thy lord ; who longest,— 
O, let me bate, — but not like me : — ^yet long'st,— 
But in a fainter kind; — O, not like me; 
Por mine's beyond beyond), say, and speak thick,* 
(Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing, 
To the smothering of the sense), how far it is 
To this same blessed Milford : and, by the way, 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven. But, first of all. 
How we may steal from hence; and, for the gap 
That we shall make in time, from our hence-going, 
And our return, to excuse : — but first, how get hence ; 
Why should excuse be bom or e'er begot ? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, speak. 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
'Twixt hour and hour? 

Fisa. One score, 'twixt sun and sun, 

Madam, 's enough for you ; and too much too. 

Into, Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go so slow : J have heard of riding wagers, 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i' the clock's behalf, — but this is foolery:— 
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness; say 
She'll home to her father : and provide me, presently, 
A riding suit : no costlier than would fit 
A franklin's t housewife. 

Pisa, Madam, you're best consider. 

Imo, I seejbefore me, man, nor here, nor here. 
Nor what ensues; but have a fog in them, 
That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee; 
Do as I bid thee: there's no more to say; 
Accessible is none but Milford way. [Exeuvt. 

* Crowd oiXQ word on anolYicT, as taaV, aa v^asiXAft. \ K tc«^Ot\<st. 
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No, 'lia slander ; 
Whose edge is eharper than the sword; whoee tongue 
Outrenonifl all the worms of Nile : whose breath 
Ridea on the poetiug winds, and doth belie 
All comers of the world : kings, queens, and states. 
Muds, matrons, nay, the secrete of the grave, 
This TiperouB slander enters. 

SCBHB. Before the Cave of Belariui. 

Enter Imogen, in Boy's Clothes. 

Imo. I see a man's life is a tedious one; 
I have tired myself; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick. 
But that my resolution helps me.^Milford, 
"When tram the mountsjn-top Pieanio show'd thee, 
Thou wast within a ken: O Jove I I think, 
Fonndations fly the wretched : such, I mean. 
Where they should be relieved. Two beggars told me, 
I could not miss my way : will poor folks lie. 
That bare afflictions on them', V-nowtva '\iia 
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A punishment or tnal T Tea no wonder 

When nch ones scarce tell true to lapse in fulness 

J» torn than to lie for need and falsehood 

Is worse in kings thaa begganr — M7 dear lord ! 

ThoQ art one o the false ones Now I think on thee, 

My hunger's gone but eTen before I was 

At point to sink fur food — But what is this? 

Here is a path to it tie some stivage hold 

I were best not uall I ditre not call yet famine. 

Ere clean it o erthrow nature makes it valiant. 

Plenty and peace breed cowards hardness ever 

Of hardiness u mother 




Fear no more the heat o the sun 

Nor the funous winter s rages 
Thou thy worldly task hast done 

Home art gone and ta en thy wages 
Golden lads and girls all must 
As thunneyHSweepers come to dust 
Fear no more the Crown a the great 
Thoua rt past ttie lycaTAa t\.-wii% 
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Care no more to clothe and eat; 
To thee the reed is ss the oak: 
The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 

Gui. Fear no more the lightning-flash, 
Arv. Nor the aU-dreaded thunder-stone ; 

Oiiu Fear not slander, censure* rash; 
Arv. Thou hast finish'd joy and moan : 

Both, All lovers young, all lovers must 

Consign t to thee, and come to dust. 

Out, No exorcisor harm thee ! 

■ 

Arv, Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 
Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee! 
Arv. Nothing ill come near thee ! 
Both. Quiet consummation have; 
And renowned be thy grave. 

IN-BORN ROYALTY. 

O thou goddess. 
Thou divine nature, how thyself thou blazon'st 
In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet. 
Not wagging his sweet head: and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood enchafed, as the rudest wind. 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine. 
And make him stoop to the vale. 'Tis wonderful. 
That an invisible instinct should frame them. 
To royalty unlearn'd; honour untaught; 
Civility not seen from other; valour. 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow'd. 

* Judgment. \ ^eal \\ift %axafc wrevVxwX. 



No blame be to you, air; for all was lost. 
But that the heavens fought i the king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken, 
And but the hacks of Britons seen, all Syiog 
Through a straight lane; the enemy full -hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with slaughterinR, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do't, strudt down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch'd, some fallii^,' 
Merely through fear ; that the strait pass was damm 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards Uving 
To die with leogthcu'd shame. 




I, in mine own woe cbarm'd. 
Could not find death where I did bear him groaii; 
Nor feel him where he struck : being an ugly monster, 
^Tii strange, he hides him in fVesh cups, soft beds. 
Sweet words; or hath mote raluisteia than wo 
That draw his knives V ttie -wm. 
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IMOGEN AWAKING. 

,Ye8, sir, to Milford-Haven ; 
Which is the way ? 

I thank you.— By yon bush ? — ^Pray, how far thither ? 
'Ods pettikins ! *— can it be six miles yet? 
I have gone all night : — 'faith, 1*11 lie down and sleep. 
But, soft I no bedfellow: — O, gods and goddesses! 

\_8eeing the hody. 
These flowers are like the pleasures of the world ; 
This bloody man the care on't. — I hope, I dream; 
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper. 
And cook to honest creatures: but 'tis not so; 
'Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing. 
Which the brain makes of fumes : our very eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind : good faith, 
I tremble still with fear, but if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it ! 
The dream's here still: even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagined, felt. 
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MORNING. 

But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad. 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill. 

REAL GRIEF. 

Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not seems. 
'Tis not alone, my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor customary suits of solemn black, 

• This diminutive adjuration \b dewed Itom QoO:% m^ ip\\>j. 
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Nor windy suspiration of forced breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected haviour of the visage. 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief, 
That can denote me truly: these, indeed, seem, 
Por they are actions that a man might play: 
But I have that within, which passeth show; 
These, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

hamlet's soliloquy on his mother's mauriage. 

O, that this too too solid flesh would melt, 

Thaw, and resolve* itself into a dew I 

Or that the Everlasting had not fixed 

His canon 'gainst self-slaughter ! O God ! O God ! 

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 

Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 

Fie on't! O fie! 'tis an unweeded garden. 

That grows to seed ; things rank, and gross in nature, 

Possess it merely. t That it should come to this! 

But two months dead ! — nay, not so much, not two. 

So excellent a king; that was, to this, 

Hyperion J to a satjrr: so loving to my mother. 

That he might not beteem§ the winds of heaven 

Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! 

Must I remember? why, she would hang on him, 

As if increase of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on: and yet, within a month, — 

Let me not think on't ; Frailty, thy name is woman ! 

A little month; or ere those shoes were old, 

With which she foUow'd my poor father's body. 

Like Niobe, all tears; — ^why she, even she, — 

O heaven ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason. 

Would have mourn'd longer, — married with my uncle, 

* DiBSolve. t Entirely. , X X-voWo. ^ Suflfer. 
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My father's brother; but no more hke my father, 
Than I to Hercules: within a month; 
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes. 
She married:— O most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets ! 
It is not, nor it cannot come to, good. 



THE EXTENT OF HUALVN PEUFECTION. 

He was a man, take him for all in all, 
I shall not look upon his like again. 



ILYMLET, ON THE APPEAIiiXJJCE OF IlIS FATHERS GHOST. 

Angels and ministers of grace, defend us ! 

Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd ; 

Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from hell. 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou comest in such a questionable* shape, 

That I will speak to thee; I'll call thee, Hamlet, 

King, father, royal Dane: O, answer me: 

Let me not burst in ignorance! but tell. 

Why thy canonised bones, hearsed in death, 

Have burst their cerements ! why^ the sepulchre. 

Wherein we saw thee quietly in-um'd. 

Hath oped his ponderous and marble jaws, 

To cast thee up again ! What may this mean, 

That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel 

Ilevisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon. 

Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature, 

So horridly to shake our disposition f 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 

* Conversable. \ YY^owvi. 
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Fot Hamlet, and the trifling of his fim>UT, 
Hold it a faehion and a toj in blood; 
A violet in the yout^ of primy nature. 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not ta^lang. 
The perfume and suppliance of a minute : 
No more. 

Then weigh what loss jour honour ma; lurtain, 
If with too credent ear you list bis songs ; 
Or loae your hetut : or your ohiiste treasure open 
To his unmuter'd impoiUnnVj. 
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Pear it, Ophelia^ fear it, my dear sister; 
And keep you in the rear of your affection. 
Out of the shot and danger of desire. 
The chariest maid is prodigal enough. 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon ; 
Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes; 
The canker galls the infants of the spring, 
Too oft before their buttons be disclosed; 
And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

SOLILOQUY ON LIFE AND DEATH. 

To be, or not to be, that is the question : — 

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune : 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles. 

And, by opposing, end them? — To die, — to sleep, — 

No more; — and, by a sleep, to say we end 

The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks 

That flesh is heir to,— 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wish'd. To die; — ^to sleep; — 

To sleep ! perchance to dream ; — ay, there's the rub ; 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come. 

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,* 

Must give us pause: there's the respect, f 

That makes calamity of so long a life: 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time. 

The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely. 

The pangs of despised love, the law's delay. 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 

That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 

When he himself might his quietus J make 

With a bare bodkin ?§ who would fardels || bear, 

* Stir, bustlo t Conslderalioiv. X K<io^v\»\v5R,. 

§ The taident term for a small dagget. W \?«ji!3e.,'Vsv«\wv. 
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To grunt and sweat under a weary life; 
But that the dread of something after death, — 
The undiscovered country, from whose bourn* 
No traveller returns, — puzzles the will 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have. 
Than fly to others that we know not of! 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought; 
And enterprises of great pith and moment. 
With this regard, their currents turn awry. 
And lose the name of action. 

CALUMNY. 

Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, thou sbsJt 
not escape calumny. 

MIDNIGHT. 

'Tis now the very witching time of night; 

When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out 

Contagion to this world: now could I drink hot blood, 

And do such business as the, better day 

Would quake to look on. Soft : now to my mother— 

O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 

The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 

I will speak daggers to her, but use none. 

THE king's despairing SOLILOQUY. 

O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven; 
It hath the primal eldest curse upon't, 
A brother's murder ! — Pray can I not. 
Though inclination be as sharp as will; 
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My stronger gidlt defeats my strong intent ; 

And, like a man to double business bound, 

I stand in pause where I shall first begin. 

And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 

"Were thicker than itself with brother's blood? 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 

To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy. 

But to confront the visage of offence ? 

And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force, — 

To be forestalled ere we come to fall. 

Or pardon'd, being down ? Then I'll look up ; 

My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer 

Can serve my turn? Forgive me my foul murder! 

That cannot be; since I am still possess'd 

Of those effects for which I did the murder. 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 

May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world. 

Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice ; 

And oft 'tis seen, the wicked prize itself 

Buys out the law. But 'tis not so above: 

There is no shufiUng, there the action lies 

In his true nature; and we ourselves compell'd. 

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 

To give in evidence. What then? what rests? 

Try what repentance can : what can it not ? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

O wretched state ! O bosom, black as death ! 

O limed* soul, that, struggling to be free. 

Art more engaged ! Help, angels, make essay ! 

Bow, stubborn knees ! and heart, with strings of steel, 

Be soft as sinews of the new-bom babe; 

AU may be weU ! " ^^etires and kneeU. 

* Caught as with burd-Um^ 
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HAMLET AND HIS MOTHER. 

Q^€en, What have I done, that thou darest wag thy 
In noise so rude against me ? [tongue 

JETom. Such an act 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty ; 
Calls virtue . hypocrite ; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
And sets a blister there; makes marriage vows 
As false as dicers' oaths: O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction* plucks 
The very soul; and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words: heaven's face doth glow; 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass, 
With tristful visage, as against the doom, 
Is thought-sick at the act. 

(iueen. Ah me, what act; 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index? 

Ram. Look here, upon this picture, and on this; 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow : 
Hyperion's curls ; the front of Jove himself : 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 
A station t like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 
A combination, and a form, indeed. 
Where every god did seem to set his seal. 
To give the world assurance of a man : 
This was your husband. — ^Look you now, what follows. 
Here is your husband; like a mildew'd ear. 
Blasting his wholesome brother. H^^ve you eyes? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed. 
And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes ? 
* You cannot call it love : for, at your age, 

* Marriage contract. ^ TVv<i svrX, c>l %\»sv^\w^. 
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The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 

And waits upon the judgment : and what judgment 

Would step from this to this ? Sense, sure, you have, 

Else, could you not have motion; but, sure, that sense 

Is apoplex'd ; for madness would not err ; 

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er so thrall'd. 

But it reserved some quantity of choice. 

To serve in such a difference. What devil was't, 

That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman blind? 

Eyes without feeling, £eeling without sight. 

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all. 

Or but a sickly part of one true sense 

Could not so mope. 

O shame! where is thy blush? Bebellious hell. 

If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones^ 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax. 

And melt in her own fire: proclaim no shame. 

When the compulsive ardour gives the charge; 

Since frost itself as actively doth bum. 

And reason panders wiU. 

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more : 
Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul; 
And there I see such black and grained spots. 
As will not leave their tinct. 



Enter Ghost. 

Ram. Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards! — ^What would your gracious 
figure. 

Queen. Alas! he's mad. 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to chide, 
That, lapsed in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread comsasyxv^'. 
O, say! 




Ohoit Do not forget this Tisttabon 
Is but to wlket thy almost blunted purpose 
But look amazement on thj mother sita 
st«p between her and her fighttug soul 
Conceit* in weakest bodies strongest works 
Speak to her Hamlet 

Mam How is it with you lady? 

Queen Alas how ist with yoap 
That jou do bend your eye on vacancy 
And with the incorporeal air do hold discourse F 
Forth at your eyes your spmts wildly peep 
And as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm. 
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Tour bedded hair, like life in excrements,* 
Starts up, and stands on end. O gentle son. 
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham, On him! On him! Look you, how pale he 
glares! 
His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to stones. 
Would make them capable. f — Do not look upon me; 
Lest, with this piteous action, you convert 
My stem effects:]; then what I have to do 
Will want true colour; tears, perchance, for blood. 

Queen, To whom do you speak this ? 

Ham, Do you see nothing there? 

Q^een, Nothing at all; yet all that is I see. 

Ham, Nor did you nothing hear? 

Qfieeu, No, nothing, but ourselves. 

Ham, Why look you there ! look, how it steals away ! 
My father, in his habit as he lived! 
Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal ! 

[Exit Qhost. 

Queen, This is the very coinage of your brain: 
This bodiless creation ecstasy § 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham, Ecstasy ! 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time. 
And makes as healthful music: it is not madness 
That I have utter'd: bring me to the test. 
And I the matter will re-word; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace. 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul. 
That not your trespass, but my madness speaks: 
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place ; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within, 

* Tiie hair of animals ia excremcntitious; that is, without life or sensation. 
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Infects unseen. Confess yourself to Heaven; 
Bepent what's past; avoid what is to come; 
And do not spread the compost* on the weeds, 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue: 
For in the fatness of these pursy times, 
Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg; 
Tea> curbf and woo, for leave to do him good. 

Queen. O Hamlet! thou hast cleft my heart in 
twain. 

Ham, Then throw away the worser part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Grood night, but go not to my uncle's bed; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 
That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat, 
Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this ; 
That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery. 
That aptly is put on : refrain to-night : 
And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy : 
For use almost can change the stamp of nature. 
And either curb the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night ! 
And when you are desirous to be bless'd, 
I'll blessing beg of you. — For this same lord, ^ 

[^Pointing to Polonius. 
I do repent: but Heaven hath pleased it so 
To punish me with this, and this with me. 
That I must be their scourge and minister. 
I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good night ! ' 
I must be cruel, only to be kind: 
Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. 

* Manure. ^ "ftcvvi. 
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SORROWS RARELY SINGLE. 



O Grertrude, Grertrude, 
When sorrows come, they come not single spies. 
But in battalions ! 

THE DIVINITY OF KINGS. 

Let him go, Grertrude; do not fear our person; 
There's such divinity doth hedge a king. 
That treason can but peep to what it would. 
Acts little of his will. 

DESCRIPTION OF OPHELIA*S DEATH. 

Queen, There is a willow grows a^caunt the brook. 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
Therewith fantastic garlands did she make 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples. 
That liberal* shepherds give a grosser name. 
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them: 
There on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds, 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke; 
When down her weedy trophies and herself. 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide; 
And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up: 
Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes; 
As one incapable f of her own distress. 
Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element; but long it could not be, 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Ophelia's interment. 

Lay her i' the earth ; 
And horn her fair and unpolluted flesh, 

♦ Licentious. \ \\x«^\\!«i&^%. 
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Hfty violets spring ! — I tell thee, ctaurUah imest, 
A Duniit'ring angel ihall my aistsr be. 
When thou liert howling. 




Oram-dygar. & pestilenoe on him for » mad rogue I be 
poured s fl^oa of Bheniah on my bead onoe. This suae 
skull, sir, vas Torick's skull, the king's jeater, 

[Takes the iJnll. 

Ham. This ? 



Sam. Alas poor Yoriok !— I knew him, Horatio : a. fallow 
of infinite jest; of moat eicelleot fancy; be hatb borne me 
on his back a thousand times -, an^ 'n'm, ^ 
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my imagination it is ! my gorge rises at it. Here hung 
bhose lips that I have kissed I know not how oft. Where 
be your gibes now ? your gambols ? your songs ? your flashes 
of merriment, that were wont to set the table on a roar ? 
N^ot one now to mock your own grinning ? quite chap-fallen ? 
Nfow get you to my lady's chamber, and tell her, let her paint 
an inch thick, to this favour* she must (X)me ; make her laugh 
at that. 
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CONTEMPT OF CASSIUS FOR CvfiSAR. 

I was bom free as Caesar; so were you: 

We both have fed as well; and we can both 

Endure the winter's cold as well as he. 

For once, upon a raw and gusty day. 

The troubled Tyber chafing with her shores, 

Csesar said to me, Da/i^st thou, Cassius^ now 

Leap in with me into this angry flood. 

And swim to yonder point ? Upon the word, 

Accouter'd as I was, I plunged in. 

And bade him follow: so, indeed, he did. 

The torrent roar'd; and we did buffet it 

With lusty sinews; throwing it aside 

And stemming it with hearts of controversy. 

But ere we could arrive the point proposed, 

Caesar ory'd, Help me, Cassius, or I sink. 

I, as ^neas, our great ancestor. 

Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 

* CompleiLion, 
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The old Anohifles bear, so from the waves of Tyber 

Did I the tired Csesar: and this man 

Is now become a god: and Cassius is 

A wretched creature, and must bend his body, 

If Caesar carelessly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And when the fit was on him I did mark 

How he did shake : 'tis true, this god did shake : 

His coward lips did from their colour fly; 

And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the world, 

Did lose its lustre: I did hear him groan: 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Bomans 

Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, 

Alas, (it cried,) Cfive me some drink, Titiniusy 

As a sick girL Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of such a feeble temper* should 

So get the start of the majestic world. 

And bear the palm alone. 

Antony's funeral oration. 

Friends, Bomans, countrymen, lend me your ears. 

I come to bury Csesar, not to praise him. 

The evil, that men do, lives after them; 

The good is oft interred with their bones; 

So let it be with Csesar. The noble Brutus 

Hath told you Csesar was ambitious : 

If it were so, it was a grievous fault ; 

And grievously hath Csesar answer'd it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 

(For Brutus is an honourable man; 

So they are all, all honourable men,) 

Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 

He W98 my friend, faithful and just to me: 

• TcmpexwHvcuV. 
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But Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to Bome, 

Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill : 

Did this in Caesar seem ambitious; 

When that the poor have cried, Csesar hath wept: 

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff; 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

You all did see, that on the Lupercal, 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown. 

Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition ? 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And, sure, he is an 'honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke. 

But here I am to speak what I do know, 

You all did love him once, not without cause; 

What cause withholds you then to mourn for him ? 

judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts. 

And men have lost their reason ! — Bear with me ; 

My heart is in the coffin, there with Csesar, 

And I must pause till it comes back to me. 

But yesterday the word of Caesar might 

Have stood against the world : now lies he there. 

And none so poor to do him reverence.* 

masters ! if I were disposed to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong. 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead^ to wrong myself, and you. 
Than I will wrong such honourable men. 
But here's a parchment with the seal of Caesar, 

* The meaDest man is now too lilg\\ U> do lev^i^XkR;^ V> Vl^'&v>x 
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I found it in his closet, 'Us his will : 
Let but the oommons hear this testament, 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read,) 
And they would go^nd kiss dead Caesar's wounds, 
And dip their napkins* in his sacred blood; 
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory. 
And, dying, mention it within their wills. 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy. 
Unto their issue. 

JfU, If you have tears, prepare to shed them now. 
You all do know this mantle: I remember 
The first time ever Gsesar put it on ; 
'Twas on a summer's evening in his tent; 
That day he overcame the Nervii : — 
Look ! in this place ran Gassius* dagger through : ' 
See what a rent the envious Casca made: 
Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd. 
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel away^ 
Mark how the blood of Csesar foUow'd it ; 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolved 
If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no : 
For Brutus, as you know, was Csesar's angel. 
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar loved him! 
This was the most unkindest cut of all : 
For when the noble Caesar saw him stab. 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitor's arms. 
Quite vanquish'd him: then burst his mighty heart; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face. 
Even at the base of Fompey's statua,t 
Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell. 
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and all of us, fell down. 
Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over us. 

* Handkerchiefs. \^\A.Vo>ft. 
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0, now you weep ; and, I perceive, ^ou feel 
The dint* of pity : these are gracious drops. 
Kind souls, what, weep you, when you but behold 
Our Caesar's vesture wounded? Look you here. 
Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, by traitors. 
• ••••• 

Ani, Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you 
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. [up 

They that have done this deed are honourable; 
"What private griefs f they have, alas, I know not, 
That made them do it ; they are wise and honourable. 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 
I come not, ftiends, to steal away your hearts; 
I am no orator, as Brutus is : 
But as you know me all, a plain blunt man. 
That love my friend, and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him, 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth. 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech. 
To stir men's blood : I only speak right on ; 
I tell you that which you yourselves do know; 
Shew you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor, poor dumb mouths. 
And bid them speak for me : but were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Caesar, that should move 
The stones of Bome to rise and mutiny. 

* ImprcMion. t Grievances. 
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Kent Where s the kingf 

Gent Contending with the fretfal element: 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea. 
Or BweU the curled waters bote the main. 
That thmgs might change or cease; tears his while 

Whioh the impetuous blaate with eyeless rage. 

Catch in their fury, and make nothing of: 

Strivea lu his Uttle world of man to oul-BCom 

tThe to-and Tro oonflicting wind and rain. 

ThiB night wherein the cub-drawn* bear would couch. 

The lion and the belly pinched wolf 

Keep their fur dry unbonnetted he runs, 

And bids what will take all 



■ Who 
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leak's exclamations in the tempest. 

Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! blow ! 

You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout 

Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd the cocks ! 

You sulphurous and thought-executing* fires, 

Yaunt couriersf to oak-cleaving thunderbolts. 

Singe my white head ! And thou, all-shaking thunder. 

Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world ! 

Crack Nature's moulds, all germens spill at once. 

That make ingrateful man! 

Humble thy bellyfull ! Spit, fire ! spout, rain ! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters: 
I tax not you, yoa elements, with unkindness, 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children, • 
You owe me no subscription;]; why then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure; here I stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despised old man: — 
But yet I call you servile ministers, v 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high engendered batUes 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O! O! tis foul! 

description of DOVER CLIFF. 

Come on, sir ; here's the place : — stand still.-— How fearful 
And dizzy 'tis to cast one's eyes so low I 
The crows, and choughs,§ that wing the midway air, 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ;||. deadful trade ! 
Methinks he seems no bigger than his head: 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice; and yon' tall anchoring bark 

* Quick as thought. f Avant couriet's^ French. % Obedience. 

§ Dawa. II A vegetable gattveteiflk. to\ \>vOi^\\» . 
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IMminigh'd to her oock ;* her oocV, a bnoy 
Almoat too gma]I for eight : the munnuriiig bo 
Th&t on the uDnumber'd idle pebbles chafes. 
Cannot be heard bo high ^111 look no more, 
Lest mj bmn turn, and the deficient s^t 
Topple down headloo); 



r'-\h.---^ 




O mj dear bther 1 Keatoration hang 
Thf medicine on my hpg, and let this kiss 
Bepair those violent harms, that mj two sisters 
Have in thy recerenoe made ! 
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Had you not been their father, these white flakes 

Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face 

To be exposed against the warring winds ? 

To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder? 

In the most terrible and nimble stroke 

Of quick, cross lightning ? 

And wast thou fiun, poor father. 
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 
In short and musty straw? Alack, alack! 
'Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. 

LEAR TO CORDELIA, WHEN TAKEN PRISONERS. 

No, no, no, no ! Come, let's away to prison : 

We two alone will sing like birds i' the cage : 

When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down. 

And ask of thee forgiveness: so we'll live. 

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 

Talk of court news ; and we'll talk with them too, — 

Who loses, and who wins; who's in, who's out; 

And take upon us the mystery of things. 

As if we were God's spies : and we'll wear out. 

In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great ones. 

That ebb and flow by the moon. 

THE JUSTICE OF THE GODS. 

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to scourge us. 

LEAR ON THE DEATH OF CORDELIA, 

Howl, howl, bowl, howl !— O, you are men of stones ; 
Had I your tongues and ejea, Y^ >3fifc ^k^sos. 's*^ 
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^ * 

That heayen's vault should crack : — O, she is gone for 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; [ever !— 
She's dead as earth. — Lend me a looking-glass; 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 
Why then she liyes. 

This feather stirs ; she lives ! if it be so. 
It is a chance that does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent, O my good master! {^Kneeling. 

Lear. Pr*ythee, away. 

A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all! 

I might have saved her; now she's gone for ever !— 

Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! 

What is't thou say'st? — Her voice was ever soft, 

Gentle, and low. 



MACBETH. 



macbeth's temper. 

Yet do I fear thy nature; 
It is too full o' the milk of human kindness. 
To catch the nearest way : thou wouldst be great ; 
Art not without ambition; but without 
The illness should attend it. What thou wouldst highly, 
That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false. 
And yet wouldst wrougV^ Nwm. 




What i: 

So wither*!! and bo wild m tbeir attire 

That look not Me the inhabitanta o* the «scth. 

And yet are on t ? Live you ? or are you aught 

That man may question? Yon seem to aoderstand a 

By each at once her choppy finger laying 

Upon her akinny hps — Tou should be women. 

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 

That you are bo 
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macbeth's irresolution. 

If it were done when 'tis done, then 'ij[were well 
It were done quickly : if the assassination 
Could trammel up tlie oonsequenoe^ and catch, 
With his surcease, success; that hut this hlow 
Might he the be-all and the end-all here, 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, — 
We'd jump the life to come. — ^But, in these cases, 
We still have judgment here ; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inyentor : this even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double trust: 
First, as I am his kinsman and his object. 
Strong both against the deed ; then, as his host, 
Who should against the murderer shut the door, 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, thid Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking off: 
And pity, like a naked new-bom babe. 
Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubin, horsed 
Upon the sightless couriers* of the air. 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye. 
That tears shall drown the wind. — I have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itself. 
And falls on the other. 

THE MURDERING SCENE. 

Is this a dagger which I see before me. 

The handle toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch thee ! 

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. ^ 
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Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 

To feeling as to sight? or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind : a false creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshall'st me the way that I was going; 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses. 

Or else worth all the rest: I see thee still; 

And on thy blade, and dudgeon,* goutsf of blood. 

Which was not so before. — There's no such thing: 

It is the bloody business, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. — ^Now o'er the one half world 

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 

The curtain'd sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's offerings; and wither'd murder, 

Alarum'd by his sentinel, the wolf. 

Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy pa(;e, 

With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design 

Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth, 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
The very stones prate of my where-about, 
And take the present horror from the time. 
Which now suits with it. — Whiles I threat, he lives: 
Words to the heat of deeds to cold breath gives. 

[-4 hell rings. 
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 
. That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. \_ExU. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, 

Lady M, That which hath made them drunk, hath 
made me bold : 

* Jiaft. 'V \>vvi\j*- 



What batiiquenah'd thnn, bath giTen me fire:— Huk!— 

Feaoet 
It wu tbe owl that Bhriel'd, the Sdal beU&uui, 
Which givee the stem'st good night. He is ibont it; 
The doors are open; and tbe Eurfeited grooms 
Do mock their obarge with snores : I hare drugg'd tbeir 

posBets, 
That death and nature do contend about them. 
Whether they live or die. 
3£acb. [mUhin.'] Whi^ there F— what, ho ! 




Lady M. Alack ! S am aXtaii Ihey bare awaked. 
And 'tjs not done : — tbe attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us. — Hark I — I laid their daggers ready, 
^ He could not miss them, — Hul he not resembled 
My father, as he slept, 1 \ia4 4iiti^^.-^».i V-mSmsA."* 
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Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. I have done the deed : — didst thou not hear a 
noise? 

Lady M, I heard the owl scream, and the crickets cry. 
Bid not you speak? 

Mach. When ? 

Lady M, Now. 

Mach. As I descended? 

Lady M. Ay. 

Mach. Hark ! — Who lies i' the second chamber ? 

Lady M. Donalbain. 

Mach. This is a sorry sight. {^Looking on his hands. 

Lady M. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight. 

Macb. There's one did laugh in his sleep, and one 
cried murder! 
That they did wake each other ; I stood and heard them : 
But they did say their prayers, and addressed them 
Again to sleep. 

Lady M. There are two lodged together. 

Mach. One cried, Ood bless us ! and Amen the other, 
As* they had seen me, with these hangman's hands. 
Listening their fear, I could not say Amen, 
When they did say God bless us. 

Lad^ M. Consider it not so deeply. 

Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen? 
I had most need of blessing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought 

After these ways; so, it will make us mad. 

Ma4sb. Methought I heard a voice cry^ Sleep no more : 
Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent sleep; 
Sleep, thai knits up the raveWd sleavef of care, 
The death of each day's life, sore labour^s bath, 

* As if. ^ SVeavQ \ft >aflrNtQ\SL^\. ^'^. 



I 
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Balm of hurt minds, grecft nature* s second coursSj 
Chief nourisher. in life's /east ; — 

Z€td^ M. What do you mean? 

Macb, Still it cried, Sleep no more! to all the house; 
Olamis hath murdered sleep; and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more! Macbeth shall sleep no more! 

Lady M, Who was it that thus cried? Why, 
worthy thane, 
You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brainsickly of things. — 60, get some water. 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand. — 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 
They must lie there : go, <»rry them ; and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Macb, m go no more; 

I am afraid to think what I have done: 
Xx>ok on't again, I dare not. 

Lady M, Infirm of purpose ! 

Give me the daggers: the sleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures; 'tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted deyil. If he do bleed, 
I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal. 
For it must seem their guilt. [Exit, Knocking witU%, 

Macb, Whence is that knocking? 

How is't with me, when every noise appals me? 
What hands are here ? Ha ! they pluck out mine eyes ! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand? No; this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incarnadine,* 
Making the green one red. 

Be-enter Lady Macbeth, 

Lady M, My hands are of your colour ; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white. [Knock.'] I hear a knocking 

* To Btaiii ot aiieitv coVowt. 




At the south entry:— retire we to our cbunber; 

A little water clears us o( this deed : 

How easj is it then ? Tour constano; [knocking -. 

Hath left you unattended .^[XttMWiijf,] Hark 1 more 

Oet on your night-gown, leat occasion call us, 

And ehow us to be watchers;— Be not lost 

So poorly in your thought. 

Macb. To know my deed, — 'twere best not know 

myself. [JTnoct. 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking'. Ay, «qvjU. Wmi 

coaidst ! \^Mii«A.- 
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TUB BANQUET SCENE. 

Lady M, My royal lord, 

You do not give the cheer: the feast is sold, 
That is not often Touch'd, while 'tis a making, 
'Tis given with welcome: to feed, were hest at home; 
From thence the sauce to meat is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 

Mcush, Sweet remembrancer!— 

Now, good digestion wait (A appetite. 
And health on both ! 

Len. May it ^ease your highness sit? 

[^The Ghost of Bamqmo rttev, amd dU ts Macbeth' s place. 

Mac. Here had we now our country's honour roof d, 
Were the graced person of our Banquo present; 
Whom I may rather diallenge for unkindness^ 
Than pity for mischanoe! 

Mosse, His absmoe, air. 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your highness 
To grace us with your royal company? 

Mach. The table's full. 

Len, Here's a place reserved, sir. 

Mach, Where? 

Len, Here, my lord. What is't that moves 

your highness? 

Mach, Which of you have done this ? 

Lords, ^ What, my good lord? 

Mach, Thou canst not say I did it: never shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 

Eoase, Gentlemen, rise; his highness is' not well. 

Lady M, Sit, worthy friends : — my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth: 'pray you, keep seat; 
The fit is momentary; upon a thought* 
He will again be well : if much you note him 



MACBETH. 133 



You shall offend him, and extend his passion ;• 
Feed, and regard him not. — Are you a man ? 

Macb, Ay, and a hold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the devil. 

Lady M, O ptoper stuff: 

This is the very painting of your fear : 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said. 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws, and starts,! 
(Impostors to true fear) would well heoome 
A woman's story at a winter's fire. 
Authorized hy her grandam. Shame itself! 
Why do you make such faces? When all's done. 
You look hut on a stooL 

M<icb, Pr'ythee, see there! hehold^ look! lo! how 
say you ? — 
Why, what care I ? if thou canst nod, speak too.-^ 
If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Those that we bury, back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. \_Ghost disappears. 

Lady M, What! quite unmann'd in folly? 

Mach, If I stand here I saw him. 

Lady M, Fie, for shame! 

Macb, Blood hath been shed ere now i' the olden time. 
Ere human statute purged the gentle weal; 
Ay, and since too, murders have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been. 
That when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end: but now they rise again, 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns. 
And push us from our stools: this is more strange 
Than such a murder is. 

Lady Jf. My worthy lord, 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Macb. I do forget: 

* Prolong his suffering. \ ^xx'^Afctv^^^Vft. 
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Do not muse* at me, my most worthy Mends; 

I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 

To those that know me. Come, love and health to ail; 

Then I'll sit down. Give me some wine, fill full:— 

I drink to the general joy of the whole tahle. 

lOhoit riiet. 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss ; 
Would he were here 1 to all, and him, we thirst, 
And aU to aU.t 

Lards. Our duties, and the pledge. 

Macb, Avaunt I and quit my sight. Let the earth 
hide thee. 
Thy hones are marrowless, thy hlood is cold; 
Thou hast n« speculation in those eyes 
Which thou doet glare with ! 

LacU/ M. Think of this, good peers, 

But as a thing of custom: 'tis no other; 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Mach, What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the nigged Eussian hear. 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger. 
Take any shape hut that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremhle: or, he alive again. 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword; 
If trembling I inhibit]: thee, protest me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow ! 

[^Ghost disappears. 
Unreal mockery, hence! — ^Why, so; — being gone, 
I am a man again. — ^Pray you, sit still. 

Lady 3f. You have displaced the mirth, broke the 
With most admired disorder. [good meeting, 

Macb. Can such things be, 

And overcome§ us like a summer's cloud. 
Without our special wonder? You make me strange 

♦ Wonder. f t. e. All good NvteYics to «a!V. \ 'totW^. H^*3» w«. 
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Even to the disposition that I owe,* 
When now I think you can behold such sights. 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks. 
When mine are blanch'd with fear. 

Sosse. "What sights, my lord P 

IdJtdy M, I pray you, speak not; he grows worse 
and worse; 
Question enrages him: at once, good night: — 
Stand not upon the order of your going. 
But go at once. 

Len, Good night, and better health 

Attend his majesty ! 

L<idy M, A kind good night to all! 

\JExeunt Lords and Attendants. 

Macb, It will have blood: they say, blood will have 
blood: 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak ; 
Augurs, and understood relations, have 
By magot-pies,t and choughs, and rooks, brought forth 
The secref st man of blood. 



AN OPPRESSED COUNTRY. 

Alas, poor country; 
Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be called our mother, but our grave: where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile; 
Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rent the air. 
Are made, not mark'd: where violent sorrow seems 
A modem ecstasy -.% the dead man's knell 
Is there scarce ask'd, for who; and good men's lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps. 
Dying or ere they sicken. 

Possess. t Magpies. X QN«t-3tt»akVi <sw&si^"i» 



PEIBU or BHAESPR\BB. 




I conjure you, bj Ibat whioli jou profess, 

(Sowa'er you come to know it) answer me: 

Thoi^h you untie the wiuds, and let them light 

Against the churches; though the yesty* wavea 

Confound and swallow naTigation up; 

Though bloded com be lodged.f and trees blown down; 

Though castles topple on their warders' heads ; 

Though palaces and pyramids do slope 

Their heads to their Toundations; though the treasure 

Of nature's genninsj tumble all together. 

Even Ijll destruction sicken, answer me 

Tu what I ask you. 



• FuMiy, 



t UiWlUtt.jw\n4m 



MACBETH 137 



MACDUFF S BEUAVIOUB ON THE MURDER OF HIS WIFE AND 

CHILDREN. 

Eosse, Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever. 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd, Humph ! I guess at it. 

Eosse. Your castle is surprised ; your wife and babes 
Savagely slaughter'd : to relate the manner. 
Were on the quarry* of these murder'd deer, 
To add the death of you. 

McU. Merciful Heaven 1 — 

What, man! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows; 
Give sorrow words: the grief, that does not speak. 
Whispers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 

Macd. My children too? 

Eosse. Wife, children, servants, all 

That could be found. 

McKd. And I must be from thence! 

My wife kill'd too ? 

Eosse. I have said. 

Mai, Be comforted. 

Let's make us med'cines of our great revenge. 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children. — All my pretty ones ? 
Did you say, all ?— O, heU-kite !— All ? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam. 
At one fell swoop? 

Mai. Dispute it like a man. 

Macd. I shall do so; 

But I must also feel it like a man : 
I cannot but remember such things were, 
That were most precious to me. — ^Did Heaven look on, 
And would not take their part? Sinful Macdufl^ 
They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am, 

* Th« game dS\jtx \l\&VJa\^. 
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Not for their own demeritB, but for mine. 

Fell slaughter on their souls : Heaven rest them now ! 

Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword : let grief 
Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd, O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue ! — But, gentle Heaven, 
Cut short all intermission ;* front to front 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself; 
Within my sword's length set him ; if he 'scape, 
Heaven forgive him too! . 

Mai, This tune goes manly, 

Come, go we to the king; our power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave: Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Beceive what cheer you may ; 
The night is long that never finds the day. 

I 

A STRICKEN CONSCIENCE. 

Enter Lad^ Macbeth, with a taper. 

Gent, Lo you, here she comes ! This is her very guise ; 
and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her: stand close. 

Doct, How came she by that light? 

Oent, Why, it stood by her : she has light by her con- 
tinually : 'tis her command. 

Doct. You see her eyes are open. 

Oent. Ay, but their sense is shut. 

Doct. What is it she does now? Look, how she rubs 

her hands. 

Qent, It is an accustomed action with her, to seem thus 
washing her hands; I have known her continue in this a 
quarter of an hour. 

Lady M. Yet here's a spot. 




Doet. Hark she speaJis I will get down what comes 
from ber, to eatiaiy toy remembrBiiDe lh« more stroaglj. 

Lady M. Out damned spot out I sa; — One ; two ; 

why then tiB time tfl do t Hell is murky — Pie ; m j 

lord, Eb ! a eoldier and afear d ? What need we fear who 
knows it, when none can call our power to account ? — Yet 
who would have thought the old man t« have had so much 
blood in him? 

Docf. Bo jou mark thatF 

Lady. M. The tliane of Fife had a wife where ia she 

now ? What will these hands ne er be lean ?— No more 

o' that, my lord no more o that you mar all with this 
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Doct, Go to, go to; you have known what you should 
not. 

Chnt. She has spoke what she should not, I am sure of 
that: Heaven knows what she has known. 

Xa<fy M, Here's the smell of the blood still : all the per- 
fumes of Arabia will not sweeten this tittle hand. Oh ! 
oh! oh! 

Doct. What a sigh is there ! The heart is sorely charged. 

Geni, I would not have such a heart in my bosom for 
the dignity of the whole body. 

Doct, Well, well, well, — 

Chnt, Tray God it be, sir. 

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice: yet I have 
known those which have walked in their sleep, who have died 
holily in their beds. 

Ladif M, Wash your hands, put on your mght-gown, 
look not so pale: — I tell you yet again, Banquo's buried; 
he cannot come out of his grave. 

Doct. Even so? 

Lady M. To bed, to bed; there's knocking at the gate. 
Come, come, come, come, give me your hand ; what's done, 
cannot be undone: to bed, to bed, to bed. 

REFLECTIONS ON LIFE. 

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow. 

Creeps in this petty pajse firoA day to day. 

To the last syllable of recorded time ; 

And all our yesterdays) have lighted fools 

The way to dusky death. Out, out, brief candle ; 

Life's but a walking shadow; a poor player, 

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage. 

And then is heard no more; it is a tale 

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 

Signifying nothing. 
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DISEASES OF THE MIND INCURABLE 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased^ 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow; 
Baze out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And, with some sweet oblivious antidote, 
Cleanse the foul bosom of that perilous stutf, 
Which weighs upon the heart? 



OTHELLO 



OTHELLO'S DESCRIPTION TO THE SENATE OF HIS WINNING THE 

AFFECTIONS OF DESDEMONA. 

Most potent, grave, and reverend signigrs. 

My very noble and approved good masters. 

That I have ta'en away this good man's daughter 

It is most true; true, I have married her: 

The very head and front of my offending 

Hath this extent, no more. Eude am I in my speech, 

And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace ; 

Por since these arms of mine had seven years' pith, 

Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used 

Their dearest action* in the tented field; 

And little of this great world can I speak. 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle; 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause 

In speaking for myself: yet, by your gracious patience, 

♦ Be«t exeTt\otv. 
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I will a round unYamish'd tale deliver 

Of my whole course of love : what drugs, what charms, 

What conjuration, and what mighty ma^c, 

(For such proceeding I am charged withal) 

I won his daughter with. 

Her father loved me; ofb invited me; 

Still question'd me the story of my life. 

Prom year to year; the hattles, sieges, fortunes, 

That I have pass'd. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days. 

To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 

Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances. 

Of moving accidents, by flood and field ; 

Of hair-breadth 'scapes i' the imminent deadly breach; 

Of being taken by the insolent foe. 

And sold to slavery; of my redemption thence, 

And portance* in my travel's history. 

These things to hear. 

Would Besdemona seriously incline: 

But still the house affisdrs would draw her thence; 

Which ever as she could do with haste dispatch. 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my discourse: which I observing. 

Took once a pliant hour : and found good means 

To draw firom her a prayer of earnest heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcelsf she had something heard, 

But not intentively.J I did consent; 

And often did beguile her of her tears. 

When I did ^peak of some distressful stroke 

That my youth suflfer'd. My story being done, 

* My behaviour. f ParU. 

t Intention and altenUon wwfc oncfc ^yaoxv^jxaoAa,*. 



She gave ms for m; puns a world of eighs : 

She awore, — in fcith, twas atamge, 'twas paasmg strange ; 

Twu pitiful, 'twaa wondrous pitiful : 

She wish'd she had not heard it : yet she irish'd 

That Heaven bad made her such a man : she Ihank'd me ; 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

I should but teaoh him how to tell mj atoiy, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake i 

She loved me for the dangers I had pass'd; 

And I lov'd her that ahe did pitj them. 




my foul's joy ! 
r every tempest come svufc c^'ma. 
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May the winds blow till they have wakeo'd death ! 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas 
Olympus-high, and duck again as low 
As hell's from heaven ! If I were now to die, 
Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear, 
My soul hath her content so absolute. 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown &te. 



Othello's first suspicion. 

Oa, What dost thou think ? 

loffo. Think, my lord? 

0th. Think, my lord! 

By Heaven, he echoes me, 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. Thou dost mean somethisg: 
I heard thee say but now, thou likedst not that, 
When Cassio left my wife. What didst not like? 
And, when I told thee he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wocnng, thou criedst, Indeed f 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together. 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit. If thou dost love me. 
Show me thy thought. 

la^o. My lord, you know I love you. 

0th, 1 think thou dost; 

And, — for I know thou art full of love and honesty. 
And weigh'st thy words before thou givest them 

breath, — 
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more : 
For such things, in a false disloyal knave. 
Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man that's just, 
They are close denotements, working from the heart, 
That passion cannot rule. 
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KEPUTATION. 

Good name^ in man and woman, dear my lord, 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls : [nothing 

^Yh.o steals my purse, steals trash; 'tis something 

'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands 

But he, that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that which not enriches him. 

And makes me poor indeed. 

THE TOPTURES OF JEALOUSY 

la^o. Look, where he comes ! lEnter Othello 

Not poppy, nor mandragora,* 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou owed'stf yesterday. 

0th, Ha ! ha ! false to me ? 

To me ? 

laffo. Why, how now, general ? no more of that. 

0th. Avaunt ! be gone ! thou hast set me on the rack 
I swear 'tis better to be much abused. 
Than but to know't a little. 

laffo. How now, my lord ? 

0th. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lust H 
I saw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: 
I slept the next night well, was free and merry; 
I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips: 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen, 
Let him not know it, and he's not robb'd at all. 

laffo. I am sorry to hear this. 

0th. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body. 
So I had nothing known. O now, for ever. 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell, content ! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, 

♦ The mandrake has a soporific quaVivy. ^ "eo«.%fc«&fe^'i^-- 



That make ambition virtue ! O, forewell ! 
Farewell the neighing eteed, and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing ftTe, 
The royal banner ; and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 
And O you mortal engines, nhoee rude throats 
The immortal Jove'9 dread clamours couaterfeit. 
Farewell, Othello's occupation's gone ! 
lugo. Is it porable \ — Mj lord 




0th "V illun be sure thou proTe my love a whore 
Be sure of it give me the ocular proof 

\Taktng Attn hg Ihe throat 
Or by the worth of mine eternal soul 
Thou badst better tave \«eii ^xrm a 4j>% 
Tb&n answer my wikeA wraWi 



OTHELLO. 147 



HIS PATHETIC UPBRAIDING OF DESDEMONA. 

Des, Upon my knees, what doth your speech im- 
port? 
I understand a fury in your words, 
But not the words. 

0th. Why, what art thou ? 

Des. Your wife, my lord: your true 

And loyal wife. 

0th. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee: therefore be double- damn'd. 
Swear — thou art honest. 

Des. Heaven doth truly know it. 

Oth. Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as 
hell. 

Des. To whom, my lord ? with whom ? How am I 
false? 

Oth. O Desdemona ! away ! away ! away ! 

Des. Alas, thQ heavy day ! — Why do you weep ? 
Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord ? 
If, haply, you my father do suspect, 
An instrument of this your calling back. 
Lay not your blame on me ; if you have lost him, 
Why, I have lost him too. 

Oth. Had it pleased Heaven 

To try me with affliction ; had He rain'd 
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head ; 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips; 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes; 
I should have found in some part of my soul 
A drop of patience ; but (alas !) to make me 
A fix'd figure, for the hand of Scorn 
To point his slow unmoving finger at, — 
O! O! 
Yet could J bear that too; vreW, ^et^j ^^\ 



But there, wliere I have gamer'd up' my heut ; 
Where either I must live, or bear no life; 
The fouDt&in ftwn the which my current runs. 
Or elae driee up; to he discarded thence 1 
Or keep it as a cistern, for Toul toads 
To knot and gender in '. — Turn thy complexion th 
Patience, thou young and rose-Iipp'd cherubim; 
Ay, there, look grim as hell ! 




Da. I hope my noble lord esteems me honest. 

Olh. O, ay; as snnuuer flies are in the shambles. 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
^Vho art so lovely tair, and smell'st so sweet. 
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That the sense aches at thee. — 'Would thou hadst ne'er 
been bom ! 

HIS CONFIRMED JEALOUSY, 



0th. Mistress,- 



Des. My lord? 

Oth. What would you with her, sir? 

Lod. Who, I my lord ? 

Oth. Ay : you did wish that I would make her turn : 
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 
And turn again; and she can weep, sir, weep; 
And she's obedient, as you say, — obedient, — 
Very obedient :— proceed you in your tears. — 
Concerning this, sir, — O well-painted passion ! 
I am commanded home : — get you away ; 
I'll send for you anon. — Sir, I obey the mandate. 
And will return to Venice. — Hence, avaunt ! 

[Exit Desdemona. 
Cassio shall have my place. And, sir, to-night, 
I do entreat that we may sup together. 
You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. — Goats and monkies ! 

[Exit. 

OTHELLO's IRRESOLUTION TO MURDER DESDEMONA. 

Scene. A Bedchamber : Desdemona in bed, asleep. A light 

burning. 
It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,— 
Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars ! — 
It is the cause. — Yet I'll not shed her blood; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow, 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

[Takes off his sword. 
Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men. 
Put out the lightj and then put out the light:* 

* 

* i. e., The light of life. 

N 2 
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If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 

I can again thy former light restore, 

Should I repent me: but once put out thine, 

Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean heat, [rose. 

That can thy light relume. When I have pluck'd thy 

I cannot give it vital growth again. 

It needs must wither: — '1*11 smell it on the tree. — 

iKissing her. 

balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 

Justice to break her sword! — One more, one more, — 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 
And love thee after. — One more, and this the last: 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep. 
But they are cruel tears: this sorrow's heavenly; 
It strikes where it doth love. 

HIS LOVE. 

Had she been true. 
If Heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,* 
I'd not have sold her for it. 

t 

HIS SPEECH BEFORE HIS DEATH. 

Soft you; a word or two before you go. 

1 have done the state some service, and they know it; 
No more of that. — I pray you, in your letters. 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate. 

Nor set down aught in malice: then must you speak 

Of one, that loved not wisely, but too well : 

Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 

. * A precious stone. 



Perplex'd in the eitreme ; of one, whose hand, 

Like the base Judean, threw a peafl away, 

Richer than all hb tribe ; ot one, whose subdued eye». 

Albeit unused to the melting mood. 

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 

Their medioinal gum, Set jou down this: . 

And eay, besides, — that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 

Beat a Venetian, and traduced the state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 

And'smote him — thus. ISlaba hiiiMelf. 



EOMEO AND JULIET. 
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In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 

On the fore-finger of an alderman, 

Drawn with a team of little atomies* 

Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep ; 

Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners' legs ; 

The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers; 

The traces, of the smallest spider's web; 

The collars, of the moonshine's wat'ry beams : 

Her whip, of cricket's bone; the lash, of film: 

Her waggoner, a small gray-coated gnat. 

Not half so big as a round little worm 

Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid : 

Her chariot is an en^pty hazel-nut. 

Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub. 

Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers; 

And in this state she gallops night by night 

Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love : 

On courtier's knees, that dream on court'sies straight 

O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees : 

O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream; 

Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues. 

Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are. 

Sometimes she gallops o'er a courtier's nose. 

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit : f 

And sometimes comes he with a tithe-pig's tail, 

Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep. 

Then dreams he of another benefice : 

Sometimes she driveth o'er a soldier's neck. 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats. 

Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades. 

Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon 

Drums in his ear; at which he starts, and wakes; 

And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two, 

And sleeps again. This is that very Mab, 

* Atoms. ^ k ^\acfe «&, viw«\„ 



BOMEO AND JULIET. 153 



That plats the manes of horses in the night ; 
And bakes the elMocks* in foul sluttish hairs, 
Which, once untangled, much misfortune, bodes. 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs. 
That presses them, and learns them first to bear, 
3Iaking them women of good carriage. 



DESCRIPTION OF A BEAUTY. 



O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright ! 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear : 
Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! 
So shews a snowy dove trooping with crows, 
As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows. 



THE GARDEN SCENE. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. He jests at scars, that never felt a wound, — 

[Juliet appears above, at a window. 
But, soft ! what light through yonder window breaks ! 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun! — 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
AVho is already sick and pale with grief. 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she: 
Be not her maid, since she is envious; 
Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 
And none but fools do wear it; cast it off. — 
It is my lady; O, it is my love: 
O, that she knew she were! — 
She speaks, yet she says nothing ; what of that ? 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it.— 

• Falrj'-Iocks, locks of haVt taxv^XftCi vcv^i^^<iTv\^V. 
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I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks : 
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven; 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, 
As daylight doth a lamp; her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright. 
That birds would sing, and think it were not night. 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand. 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand. 
That I might touch that cheek. 

Jul. Ah me! 

Rom. She speaks : — 

O, speak again, bright angel! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head. 
As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wond'ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him. 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jul. O Eomeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Bomeo ? 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name: 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall I hear more, dr shall I speak at this? 

\^Aside. 

Jul. 'Tis but thy name that is my enemy. 

« • • * * 

What's in a name? that which we call a rose 
By any other name would smell as sweet; 
So Eomeo would, were he not Eomeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes,* 

* Ovma. 
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Without that title : — Eomeo, doflf thy name : 
And for that name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myself. 

Rom, I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized; 
Henceforth I never will be Eomeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'd in 
. night, 
So stumblest on my counsel? 

Mom. By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 
Because it is an enemy to thee; 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul. "Mij ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound : 
Art thou not Eomeo, and a Montague ? 

Som. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 

Jul. How camest thou hither, tell me? and where- 
fore? 
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb; 
And the place death, considering who thou art, 
If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Som. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch these 
walls ; 
For stony limits cannot hold love out : 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt, 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 

Jul. If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 

Mom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye 
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet. 
And I am proof against their enmity. 

Jul. I would not for the world they saw thee here. 

Bom. I have night's cloak to hide me from their 
sight; 
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And, but thou love me,* let them find me here: 
M}' life were better ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whose direction found'st thou out this place ? 

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to inquire : 
He lent me dounsel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore wash'd with the furthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 

Jul. Thou know'st the mask of night is on my face : 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint lAy cheek 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke: but farewell compliment! 
Dost thou love me ? I know thou wilt say, Ay ; 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear's!. 
Thou mayst prove false; at lovers' perjuries. 
They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Bomeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
I'll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay. 
So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond; 
And therefore thou mayst think my haviourf light : 
But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange. J 
I should have been more strange, I must confess. 
But that thou overheard'st, ere I was ware. 
My true love's passion: therefore pardon me; 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
AVhich the dark night hath so discovered. 

Mom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear. 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops — 

♦ Unless U\ou\o\c me. 
f Behaviour. X ^Vs • 
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Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb. 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 

Rom, What shall I swear by ? 

JvZ, Do not swear at all : 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self. 
Which is the god of my idolatry. 
And I'll believe thee. 

Bom. If my heart's dear love — 

Jul. Well, do not swear: although I joy in thee, 
I have no joy of this contract to-night : 
It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden : 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be 
Ere one (;an say, it lightens. Sweet, good night ! 
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath. 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. 
Gk)od night ! good night ! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast ! 

Rom. O, wilt thou' leave me so unsatisfied? 

Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night? 

Mom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine, 

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst request it; 
And yet I would it were to give again. 

Mom. Wouldst thou withdraw it? for what purpose, 
love? 

Jul. But to be frank,* and give it thee again. 
And yet I wish but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 
My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 

\_Nwrse calls within. 
I hear some noise within; dear love, adieu 
Anon, good nurse! — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [^Exit. 

* Free. 
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Rom. O blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard, 
Being in night, all this is but a dream : 
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

LOVE*8 HERALDS. 

Love*s heralds should be thoughts, 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams. 
Driving back shadows over lowering hills : 
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love. 
And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 

KELUCTANCE OF LOVERS TO PART. 

Scene. Juliefa Chamber. 

Jul. Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day ; 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That pierced the fearful hollow of thine ear ; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree : 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 

Rom. Tt was the lark, the herald of the morn. 
No nightingale: look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing- clouds in yonder east : 
Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops: 
I must be gone and live, or stay and die. 



TIMON OF ATHENS. 



TIMON TO THE THIEVES. 



Why should you want? Bfe\io\d, tV\ft earth hath roots; 
Within this mile break 5oTt\i ti\v\x\i^Te^ s^tvw^^ , 
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The oaks bear mast, the briars scarlet hips; 
The bounteous housewife, Nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want ? why want ? 

1*^ Thief. We cannot live on grass, on berries, 
• water. 
As beasts, and birds, and fishes. 

Tim, Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, and 
fishes : 
You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con. 
That you are thieves profess'd; that you work not 
In holier shapes: for there is boundless theft 
In limited* professions. Rascal thieves. 
Here's gold : go, suck the subtle blood of the grape 
Till the high fever seethe your blood to froth, 
And so 'scape hanging : trust not the physician ; 
His antidotes are poison, and he slays 
More than you rob : take wealth and lives together ; 
Do villany, do, since you profess to do't. 
Like workmen. I'll example you with thievery; 
The sun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Bobs the vast sea : the moon's an arrant thief. 
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun : 
The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears: the earth's a thief, 
That feeds and breeds by a composturef stolen 
From general excrement : each thing's a thief ; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough 

power 
Have uncheck'd theft. Love not yourselves: away; 
Rob one another. There's more gold : cut 

throats ; 
All that you meet are thieves : to Athens go. 
Break open shops; nothing can you steal 
But thieves do lose it. 

* For legal. \ Coxa^%\. 
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thou sweet king killer and dear divorL« 

\_Looking on the gold 
Tmxt natural con and sire thou bright defiler 
Of Hymens [urest bed tbou valiant Mars 
Thou ever o mg IVeah loyed and dehcate wooer 
'Wboee blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Dianas lap thou vieible god 
That solder'Bt close impossibilitiee 

And makest them kiss that speak at with everj tongue 
To everv purpose thou touch* of hearts 
Think, thy slave man rebels; and by thy virtue 
Set them into oonfounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empira ! 
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